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My moſt Ingemous Friend , 


M' T: D- 
Kind Sr, 


Have often obſerv'd how 
7]s ineftectually (almoſt? all 
Books are Dedicated tg 
Perſons of Great Quality, who 
, commonly think it as much be- 


neath their State to concern them- 
ſelves 1n ſuch Trifles, as 'tis above 


Az} their”, 


T O 


| 


” — | 
The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
their Power to (ſhield them from the 
{ Cenſure of a Critical World: In- 
{ ſomuch that the Difappointed eA v- 
thor, inſtead of Thanks for his Pre- 
| ſent, hardly finds Pardon for his 
| "Boldneſs, unleſs his Patron be mort 
than uſually Candid. This 1s a + 
Riſque , which (I confeſs) neither 
' my [Intimacy of Acquaintance' with 
any of the Nobility g cave me the 
Opportunity of running ; nor (to 
ſay truth) did my own Inchnations ' 
ever tempt metoit. For l no ſoon- 
cr. Relolv 'd On Publiſhing theſe 
SONGS and BOE MS. but 
Grateful Juſtice prompted me to lay 
them at his Feet to whom a good 
part of them owe their Birth, and 
Common 


| 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Common Policy bade me ſhelter them 
under a Name fo Authentick with all 
| that do know you, and fo admired by 
thoſe that do not. 
Not that imagine that all Men 
|. muſt preſently underſtand who 1s 
. ſignifiedby T. D. or that thoſe who 
can gueſs at your Name, are. yet | 
obliged the Happineſs of an Ac- 
quaintance with your Perſon ;- or, 
laſtly, that who know Both, are 
| (under that Noon) compelled to 
approve of every thing which 
comes maſqu'd under lo ſpecrous a 
Frontiſpiece : But of this Advantage 
| am ſecured, (viz.) That all who 
have but fo much as heard of you, 
will put the greater Eſteem upon 


A 4 any 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 


any thing where you have a Con- 
cern. 

. This polsibly may come too near 
the Style of thoſe Paraſites, who in | 
$ Epiſtles of this nature commonly 
{ force T ruth and Reality to ſubſcribe | 
|. to Intereſt. and indeed, the ſame 
thing ſaid to moſt Men, would ap- 
{ pear to be deſpicable Flattery : But in 
you, the abundance of Merit will 
ſoon evidence for me, That I donot 
diſſemble. 

But, while I deſign a Dedication, 
and a Return of my T hanks, | muſt 
not perſiſt in a Style ſo ingrate, as (I 
know ) this 1s, to a Man of your 
Temper. All that I now beg of 
you 15, That you will be pleaſed to 


excule 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 


excuſe thoſe Errors which (l fear) 
may be committed, either in Tran- 
| ſcribing, or Printing thoſe a of 
yours, which (I am aſſured) other- 
wiſe can have no fault : And to par- 
| don me, that | expoſe to the World 
in Publick what you wrote for 
your Privece Divertiſement, and in 
a Particular Concern. Thiis, I 
confeſs, 15 a Buſineſs of that nature, 
that I ought rather to have asked 
your Canbn that I might do it, 
than your Pardon that | heave 
However, 1 have thus much to 
ſlay for my ſelf, That, if thus be 
an Injury, I am ſure 'tis a leſs 
than has been done you by one 
who has Printed ſome of your 
more 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


more 1ndifferent Poems (if any of | 


yours can be call'd (o) "wr ry 
ouſly, falſly, and imperfectly. And - 
when you entruſted me with your - 
Papers, though you were pleaſed 
to repreſent them to me under the 


Notion of Toys; yet when | had 


perus'd, | fancied a great deal of | 


 xeal Luſtre i in them : Which Sug- 
eſtion being Confirmed by the 
am of - Ages" Artiſts, | ad- 


ventured the Diſpleaſure of One | 


Friend , under the affurance of 
Obliging Alany. Not but that | 


hy your Friend({hip above all 


others ; but to let you ſee how | 


+ great a Confidence I have 1n your 


(-5dneſs, which . (I dare hope) 


a 
mz = 
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will 


| 


} fo conducing to the Credit and 


1' Advantage of, 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
will comply with things contrary 
to your Humour, when they are 


Dear Sir, 


Your Conſtant Friend, and 


Faithful Servant, 


R.V, 


TO THE 


READER. 


' Reader, 
E Kr E Buſmeſs of Epiſtles of |} 


th Na ature 1 commonly either, 

to hs an Excuſe for Wri- 
ting , or to be 7 Pardon for what ut 
Written : But the former is uſually done 
ſo ridiculouſly, and the LF ſo ineffe- 
tually, that IT have reſolved to do nei- 
ther : 'For though I now lye at the Laſh 


, 6 «KI 


To the Reader. 


of every «Mans Tongue, yet I have 
reſerv'd to my ſelf the Privilege of 
ſlighting the ow Cenſure that can 
be given. 1 ſhall not anticipate thy 
Hopes, by telling thee a Word of what 
thou wilt find ; but if there be any 
thing that pleaſes thee, I am ery glad; 
of not, I amwery well contented. 
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To Mr. 7. D. on his Ingentous 
SONGS and POEMS. 


> OW many Beſt of Pocts have we knows? 
And yet how far thoſe Beſt have been oxt-done ! 
' When Chaucer dy'd, Men of that Age decreed 
| A Diſmal Fate to all that ſhowd ſucceed : 
| Tet when Great Ben, and Mighty Shakeſpear wrote; 
: We were convinced thoſe Elder Times did- date. 
After all Theſe, our Tuiter Age allows 
Laurels as Green, to as deſerving Brows, 
But no Man's Mule yet ever equall d thine, 
Who ſeem'ft to have One, greater than the Nine: 
| And dot with ſuch x pow'rful Fancy write, 
| As puts 4 baffle to the Paraſite, 
Teaching the fond Diſſembler, that he muſt 
ry | Comet himſelf in bemeg le(s than Juſt. _ 
Hence, Flact'rer, hence | When True Deſert is [ut 
Whe (peaks thy Praiſe, can never ſpeak too much. 
Tet let no Rival findy to fet forth, 
| 2b his uakallow'd Qui, thy Sacred Worth; 


 'Y 


Leſt with a ſubtle and unjuſt pretence 
ol ing 10 thy Wit, he w thence. 
I come, but like a Rivulet, to be 
A Tribute to thy vaſt and boundleſs Sea, + 
Tet, ev/n in Duty, I commit 4 Fault , 
For what I pay in Drops, 1 take in Salc. 
Pardon my Theft | Since while thy endleſs Store 
Enriches me, it ſelf can mere grow poor : 
Thou art the true Prometheus, that inſpires 
My Maſs of Clay with thy Poetick Fires. 
Betwixt you there's this difference alone , 
He ſtole from Heav'n, what thou haſt of thy own. 


(1) 


SONGS. 
AND 
POEMS 
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Hand 


The PETITION. 


Ead this, before you burn ic , *ris the laſt, | 

And onely intcrcedes for what has paſt * _..** 5 

| The hated Caule of Love this does nor plead, 

S; This will not dye your Checks in ſcornlal Red, 

| Thoſe Marks of Diſcontent, which did "_ 

Your high Reſentment, and my ill Succeſs =; ©, + 

| That ſecret Language darted fromyour Eyes, . \, «*"_...; 

Which feen'd comenace, pity, and deſpiſe, ** 
| | B 


© 
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(2) 


| -Rais'd Mutinies of Thoughts within my Breaſt, 

Charg'd me the Raſh diſturber of your Reſt - 

My guilty Soul, Witneſs all Knowing Pow'rs, 

* Suffcr'd a real Grief, in that of yours : 

Ten thouſand times I curs'd that ſenſeleſs Quill 

Whoſe ready Characters obey'd my Will. 
Heavens ! What Influence direts my Fate, 

Thar where I pay moſt Love, 1 find moſt hate ! 

ALoveſo hopeleſs, yer ſo conſtant roo, 

# Was never known, as that of mine to you. 


| So paſſionate !—— 


No more of this, leſt that preſumtious lin, 
I mean to puniſh, I repeat agen. 
Sowell Ile guard my wandring Eyes, they ne're 


# Onely one Favor let my Love obtain, 
* This may a Secret to the World remain. 
* My Heart was ne'r cnflav'd by ought, but you, 
$ The faireſt Piturc Nature ever drew. 
& In your ſevere Contempt, you nothing do, 

+ Bur what ſtrict Honour does oblige you ro. 

You are the firſt, you arc the laſt I love , 

The Service you re,c, T le place above : 

Thezc Fortune has no Throne, nor Purple birth, 
& Thoſe ſplendid Nothings, courted ſo on Earth. 
| May that bleſt Heroe, whoſe kind Stars defign 
FFenrich him with a Blefſing ſo Divine, 


$ Shall ſee that Beauty more, which made 'em errc. 


Want 
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+ - Now that's rctus'd, Ile nerre write Verſc again. 
* Since roo much Love has been my greateſt Crime, 
' Pity my Fault, and leave the reſt co Time. 


f 7-4 
(3) 


Want no Accompliſhment, no Noble Part, 
To ſpeak him worthy your unvalu'd Heart ! 
May he, to make his Merit brighter ſhine, 
Adore you with a Paſſion great as mine ! 

Now I havedone : Oncly my firſt Requeſt, 
Ler my Misfortune dic within your Breaſt , 
Permit nly guilty Soul co cxpiare 
In Flames, thoſe Faults Loves Fire did create. 
No Muſc, but Love, inſpir'd my empry Brain ; 


Thus my divided Heart with Fatc complies: 
Deſþuir muſt freely give what Love demies. 


Loves Eneroy. 
— 


= He Beams of Lovers ſpeaking Eyes 
Such ſtrange myſterious Powers dart, 
They make their Objects Sympathize, ___ 
And teel thoſe Flames that fire the Heart: - 
If this were true, as Reaſon ſeems to prove, 
You cannot be inicaſible of Love. 
. 
Fire's ative Element aſcends 
Love's Paſſion is defin'd a Flame : 
B 2 
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(4) 


If then my Heart too high pretends, 

- Ambition does its Truth proclaim. 
Love ſometimes bows,though flames ſtill apward move : 

So heav'nly Cynthia did Endymion love. 


Love does of Life, and Death diſpoſe, 
Commands as Chief in Court, and Field : 
Then how can I a Prince oppoſe, 
To whom the greateſt Kings do yicld : | 
I is loſt in Lovers Smiles, 
Cu 


pid equals thoſe he reconciles, 


The Morning Addreſs. 


Aireſt Clariza, when you rcad 
This radeneſs of my Morning- Muſe, 
y Pardon let my Paſſion plead , 
But how can Guilt a Crime excuſc 7 
Then to your Goodnels onely I appcal , 
The Wounds your Juſtice makes, let Pity heal. 


I court Occaſion, but im vain, 
My reſtleſs Paſhon to rclate, 
From your entrancing Lips to gain 
The knowledge of my doubtfpl Fare : | 
You are my ſacred Oracle, j rom whom | 
The Sentence of my Lifc, or Death muſt come. 
Prophetick 


(5) 


Prophetick Influence of Stars 
Hence:orth I will no longer prize, 
Nor (carch the Fate of Peace or Wars, 
Bur in your more reſplendant Eyes : 
If you bur (mile, Fate cannot caſt me down , 
SO highcit joys will vaniſh when you frown. 


Nature wants Language to impart 
The real Paradiſc ot Blils, 
With which your Smiles poflcſs my Heart 
If there be Heav'n on Earth, 'tis «his. 
If I had all Man's boundleſs With wou'd have, 
I'de flight whole Empircs to become your Slave. 


How tedious {tx ſhort Suns appear, 
Which veil your Beauty from my ſight * 
Each flying _ {cemsa Year, 
An Aye is thorter than a Night: 
But when dull Time the long-wiſh'd Day has brought, 
The treach'rous Hours our-fly the ſwifteſt Thought. 


Impaticnce ne're reveal'd my Love 
To filent Streams, or whiſp'ring Air , 
I cruſt no melancholy Grove 
With Echo's of my ſad Deſpair : 
| Friendihip, and Duty loſe their Int'reſt here , 
Tonone—but you, my Paſſion ſhall appear. 
B 3 
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(6) 


All Humane Actions muſt obey 
The (ure Decrces 0: pow'rful Fate; 
From thcir Preſcriptions none can ſtray, 
Nor of themſelves or love or hate : 
We muſt, or mult not, *tis deſign'd above z 
Perhaps my Fatc mult be to die for Love. 


Loves Apoſtate. 


N vain the Surgeon docs apply 
Soft Balſom to a punctur'd Heart , 
Narcoticks can but ſt ihe, 
Not heal the diſaffected Parr. 
Diſcaſcs, when deadly, admit of no C ure ; 
This Apollo confures, 
Makes his College all Mugs, 
What cannot be h: elp'd, we muſt fairly endure. 


Then damn theſe S1ohs, and this Deſpair, 
Theſe empty Withes, clogg'd with carc : 
What though Clarizz be more » fair * 
Daphne 52s good, and kinder far. 
Beauty's but Fanc 'Y, and Flowers diſclo'c 
What in vain we may ſeck 
Ina Lip or a Check , 


| If Colours ſurprize me, Ile court 'em in thoſe. 


| 


| 


More: 


EPI 


More than twelve tedio1s Months, my Heart 
Has becn with hopelcls Flame poſleſt , 
| Clar:t4's corn, nor Time, nor Art, 
| Caa drive tis Paſſion from my Breaſt : 
My Chronick Diſcaſc is uncurable grown , 
Thea be crucl or kind, 
Tleno more be confin'd, 
©, Norſigh, like a Slave, ſince I muſt be undone. 


So have I known a flying Deer, 
Cloſcly by Encmics purſu'd, 
By Focs without, within by Fear, 
Trace all the Windings of the Wood : 
Bur at length, when unable the Courle ro maintain, 
He does ſtourly oppoſe 
His Victorious Foes, 
And haſtens the Fate, which he fled from in vain. 
Clarizathis Favour may lafcly return, 
To hate me for ever, or equally burn, 


— — o—_— — OCCCOEEIEEEES — nono—_—_ —  O—____ 


Imperfef# Gratitude. 


Uch Gratirude as Mortals ſend, 
. | x J When Heaven has appear'd their Friend, 
| Who, forcachairy Thank they pay, 
A Series of Bleſſings pray, 


Dre! B 4 Entreating 


(8) 


Entreating moſt, where mot is Uue ; 
Such does Philander (end to you. 


From you my grateful Heart receives 
Thoſe Smiles which fair Clariza gives ; 
And what ſhe never wou'd bcſtow, 
To your perlwaſtve forcc I owe : 

I, in that raviſh'd Favour, ſce 

My Happinels, and Miſery. 


A, 


Diſſatisfation from the Variety of his 
Miſtreſs's Humors, 


Hat does the Fair Clarjza mcan 
ToTantalize her Servant ſo : 
She frowns, and ſweetly ſmiles agen ; 
W hence theſe alternate Fancics flow, 
1 long to know, 


Though they for trivial cauſes are, 
Each Glance to me's a (everal Fatc ; 

My Heart's the Ship, her Eyc the Star , 
'The Port it Sails to, Love, os Hate, 

Which on her wait. 


(9) 


When ſad Aword's clouded Dreſs 
Seems to portend a Stormy Day, 
The dying Flow'rs their Heads depreſs, 
| Buttakenew Life from Sos bright Ray, 
I farc like they. 


Though Love has made me Reaſon's Foe, 
Some weak RefleRions ſtill remain, 
Which her deriding ſcorn do ſhow, 
By which my Faults, and her Diſdain 
I ſec roo plain, 


Yet let her know, that (till IT love, 
If that's preſumpruous, I adore: 
Bur if my Fate uncertain prove, 
And ſhe myſterious, as before, 
Ile love no more, 


To all, but that Diviacſ She, 
My Flame ſhall ever be unknown : 

If Commer my Purchaſe be, 
My ill Succels Fle never own 
| To more than one. 
| Neicher Favour, nor Force, nor Fear, nor Delight, 
| 
| 


Shall make me diſcover, if ſhe will but write, 


n Ubiquiy 
| , 


(10) 
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Ubiquity of Love. 


He trembliag Deer, whoſe tender fide | 
Is pierc'd by an unhappy Darr, 

In vain docs in a T hicket hide, | 

Which no DylFamnum can impart ; 
In vain he flics through pathleſs Groves, 

Plunges through deepeſt Streams in vain, 
[Though from his Murd'rer he removes, 

He's {till purſu'd by reſtleſs pain : 
Bleeding, and breathleſs, tir'd by flight, 

He falls, where none his Death deplore 
One burics him in laſting Night, 

Myriads of Wounds cou'd do no more. 
Love's Shaft once fix'd, there's noremove, 

Though we confine our longing ſight, 
Each crucl Thought will whiſper Love, 

And make it ſtronger by our flight. 
So Sacred Fire, on Altars laid, , 

Whole chearful Flames to Heaven aſpire. 
When by oppoſing Winds o'rclaid, 

New vigour takes, and blazes higher. 
[Then fair Clarizs, empty all 

Your Quivers of their pow'rtul Store , 
One fingle Smile procur'd my Fall, 

And all your Frowns can do no more, 
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| But Paſſion, reinforc'd by 
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(11) 
This, by experience, I have learn'd to prove, 
No Folly's greater than deſpiſed Love, 


— ——— —_—_— 


In Praiſe of his Miftreſs. 


Olay Vermilion on the bluſhing Roſe, 
Or add a Whitencls to the new-fal'n Snows 
Totell the World, when Phebus gilds the Sky, 
His Beams tranſcend the Nights Ob(curity, 


' Expreſſeth morc Impertinence, than Wit : 


In praiſing you, I thou'd the like commit. 
Nature in you ſtores all that Mortals prize, 


| Cupid confirms his Kingdom by your Eyes ; 


One Ray, which thoſe rcfiſtleſs Stars create, 
Makcs you the raſh Bcholder's certain Fate : 
Pleaſure attends on thoſe your Favours crown, 
And Dcipcration waits upon your Frown. 
Reaton informs mc, Beauty, fo Divine, 
Accepts not any Vow, ſo low as mine: 
farther View, 


Leaves me no pow'r to think of ought, but you. 


Exculc, I cannot, what I can't repent , 

My ſawcy Guilt, and heavy Puniſhment, 

Arc Hoth deriv'd from you , your charming Eye 
Did cauſe my Love, that caus'd my Miſery. 

; Athouſand runes did Reaſon make me ſwear, 

| My Eyes thou'd fly the Place whercin you were: 


- 
I 


Such 


(12) 
Such Vows are writ in Sand; Propitious Fove 
Accuſeth none for Perjurics in Love. 
Kill me, or cure me, uſe mc how you will, | 
Even in death I will adore you ſtill, 
Love never threw a morc unequal Dart, 
Leaving no Hope to prop my ſinking Heart ; 
Though it you hear with ſcorns my laſt Complaint, 
How juſtly will Men ſtyle you Faithleſs Saint 7 

I dic the firſt, who moſt Obedience ſhow : 


\ 


So the beſt Men the worſt Afflidtions know. 
The Recramtation, 
f ' A Ll Vowsdothcir obliging vertuc loſe, 
of W hich are cxtortcd by prevailing Foes. 


" When raſhly I rclolv'd, my Eyes, nor Pen, 
_ never ſce you more, nor write agca, 
—_ $ Dalpair was ſo imperious grown, 
""Whart it propos'd, my a fore'd to own : 
Thoſe chrearning Storms your clouded Brow did wear, 
Surpriz'd my Soul, and madc ir yicl4 to Fear : 
That daring Foe, affiſted by your Frown, 
Compcll'd my haſty Vow, Fa made it none. 
He is not guilty of the Breach of Vow, 
Who to a [uſter Pow'r docs freely bow : 
Yet had my blind Reſolve been treely truc, 
Who would not flight a thouland ſuch for you 7 | 


my = of beg 4 wes 4 


(13) 
If Beauty, vcil'd in Clouds, fo Tyranize, 
['W ho can oppos't,when Smiles adorn your Eyes! 
Such looks wou'd charm a wither'd Anchorite, 
'And make abſtemious Cynicks court Delight, 
Heavn's Lights can warm bur the exterior Part ; 
Bur your cranipiercing Eyc inflames the Heart. 
Why are ſuch daz'ling Beams of Favour ſent 
To me Is for Delight or Penance meant * 
If (like a cruel Judge) in Smiles yorfl kill, 
Ile always fin, to be fo punith'd (tall. 
— Who wou'd not be che nn Sacrifice, 
W hoſe raviſh'd Soul in ſuch ſweet Torment dies * 
Like that blcſt Heroe, who'e Victorious Powers 
Met Death in Triumph, ſmother'd up with Flowers. 
Tholc Heaven has to Miſery defign'd, 
To know Farcs worſt Effects, ſome Comfort find, 
In doubtful Miſts let me no longer dwell , 
Next Conquerors, he's prais'd that bravely fell. 
Your Sentence let no ſeeming Pity ſtay, 
You kill me, cvcrvy minute, by delay. 
The buſic World is ſo cenſorious grown, 
Your Name would ſuffer, were my Paſſion known: 
Elſe, humbly art your Feer I'd ſought before, 
What, by this ruder Proxy, I implore, 
Let your Commands be, in a Line, cxpreſt, 
No Cloſct ſhall contain it, but my Breatt : 
!Onely to know your Will. is all I crave , 
Princes vouchlate ſuch Honour to a Slave. 


T 


Thongh 


(14) 
Though the Contents do nc're fo fatal prove, 
My ſtri Obedience ſhall evince my Love, 

I didſorclolutely Vow, no more 
To (ce that Excelleacc, which I adore. 

Not that my Paſſion ceas'd, or can grow leſs, 
Though rericcuted by the worſt Succels. 

The reſthe's Sun's inconſtane in his Light, 
And ſwiftly flies from the purſuing Night - 
Cynthia, more taithlefs, docs no ſooner gain 
Her borrow'd Splendor , but ſhe's in her Wane : 
No Being in the Courſe of Nature knows 
A Fixcd State, but cbbs, as faſt as flows: 
Onely my Love admits nochange, its heat 
Will ever be as permanent, as great. 

Things, that from lircle, to perfc&tion grow, 
Haſte rodecay : My Paſhon is not fo , 

Ie ne're knew an Increaſe, that very Hour 
Which ſaw its Birth, admir'd its perfe&t Powr : 
Witneſs my laſt Attempt, when having weigh'd 
Each fatt'ring Hope, and cry Fcar ſurvey'd; 
Having explain'd tomy deſpairing Hcart 

Your noblcr Fortune, and your high Deſerr ; 


Then, adding your Contempt, my Reaſon found, 


The way tocurc, wasto negle&t my Wound. 

Divine, and Moral Reaſon both conteſt, 

W hat my more common Fancy did ſuggelt. 
But when the fatal time of Tryal came; 

Tobeall fir'd, and yet conceal the Flame," 


Wher 
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(15) 
When my grown Paſſion was enjoyn'd the Curſe, 
To light its Mother, and difown its Nurſe, 
When in your Preſcnce, (that Elizinum !) 
I was cc:1manded to be blind, and dumb, 
My Senſc I forc'd, but never cou'd ſubdue 
My buſic 'Thoughts , they knew no Theme bur you. 
You are the oncly Book my Fancy reads , 
I by your Beauties pray, inſtcad of Beads. 
You ſaw what I perform'd in this Conteſt , 
But what I ſuffer'd, cannot be exprett : 
The Torment of my Soul none can depaint , 
My Paſſion 19 more pow'rftul, by Reſtraine. 
So when the Sun's attraQtive Vertues crowd 
Hort Exhalatioas in a humid Cloud, 
Thea&ive Element, oppos'd, grows high, 
And rends a Paſlage throngh the yielding Sky. 
When Reaſon had to Love due Homage paid, 
How cagerly my longing Eyes obey'd ! 
Bur Gods ! what - what Rhet'rique can explain 
The joyful Tidings they return'd again ! 


= ————— > — 


Content in 4 Middle State. 


Hoſe great Prerogativcs of Blood, 
| Of which proud Hearts ſo vainly boaſt, 
; Was nor their Meric, nor their Coſt : 
t mix'd but in a common Flood, 
i} How ſoon is all their Glory loſt ! 
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E'rc they had knowledge how to chule, 
Or todiſtinguiſh bad from good, | 
To know cold Poylon from their Food, 

*'T was theirs: Had they been born of Fews, | 
They had no difference underſtood, 


Nor docs this groveling Ave reſpet 
A Noble Birth, benreGds, 
Honour and Love for Dirt arc (old. 

W hat ſordid Souls their Thoughts direct, 
Who Kiches for their Vertues hold ! 


Whoall their Worth in Wealth do place, y 
Are podrer than the dirty Mincs. 
W hoſe Soul with deathleſs Vertuc ſhines, p 
Has Bcauties, Fate can ne're detace, 
Nor Policy, nor crofs Deligns, 
P/ 


Content's my Empire , and my Will 

_ (While Vertue leads it) ismy Crown. 
Though I was born nor Prince, nor Clown, P 

Who have their Wiſh arc happy ſtill, | 
And plac'd above blind Chances Frown. | 

Riches ſhall ne're my Fancy bend 7h 

Tochuſe a Miſtreſs, or a Friend, If 


FF) 


DIALOGUE. 


Philandey. Echo. 


Phil. C Tay, gentle Echo, dear Nymph, ſtay : 
& With Love's fad Language choa cant play, 
The laſt of my Diſcourle retort : 
Love, once thy Grief, is now thy Sport. 
Ech. Thy Sport. 
Ph. My Sport, fair Nymph : No, 'tis my Pain, 
To love, and not find Love again. 
Ech. Love again, 
Ph, Cruel ! thus to cncreaſe my Care: 
Is Love a Cordial for Deſpair * 
Ech. Or deſpair. 
Ph, Love or deſptit ! Whar doſt thou mean * 
W ou'eſt have me ſuffer both agen 2 
Eh. Both agen. 
Ph, And what Reward (hall 1 e're find” 
| Willfair be ſtill unkind 2 
Ech. StiH unkind 
| m W hen Paſhon ſtrains his Voice moſt high, 
| Will the (like thee) further fly 2 
Ech. Further fly, 


C Ph. Shall 
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Ph, Shall I, in vain, my Sighs repear, 
Since Cupid's grown lo great a Cheat ? 
Tell me, dear Echo, how I may 
Chaſe this intruding Gueſt away, 

And break that 3ow, whoſe ow'r, moſt ltrange, 
Thy Subſtaaceroa Voice did change. 
Ech. Change. 

Ph. Ah no! my Fate I cannor fly , 
iTis harder far to change, than die. 

Ech. Then die, 

Ph, Ah! what does this Echoſay 7 Dic 7 

Ech, Aye, dic, 
Ph, Is this the Connſcl I implore : 
Heace bubling Air, I will nomore. 
Ech, Ill no more. 

Ph, Bc illno more * That I bclicve, 
He can't be ill, chat does not live. 
When Titan's weary Car once more 
Has trac't the ſpacious Heavens o're, 
Near to this haypy Fountain ſer, 

Tle call chee with my Flajolet ; 
Fail not to haſtc, and know my Will. 
Ech, 1 will. 


Ti 
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_ —— _ 


To his Miſtreſs , bring commanded not t0 
Viſit her. 


Evcrtoſce you more !—— And muſt I be 
Encircled with che Sun, yet nothing ſee 2 
Like Tantalus, ſeem an Invited Gueſt, 
And pine iu preſence of a Royal Feaſt * 

How wiſe in Cruelty are Love and Fate, 
Tomake me ſeek what Place ! moſt ſhou'd hate 2 
To court ſwift Miſcry, bid Death make haſte, 
And beg Mislortunes, when they fall fo faſt * 
Such was the Wiſh raſh Mid did invent, 

W hen he obtain'd his Golden Peniſhmene. 
So Ulſurers, amidſt their Wealth, are poor, 
Polleſs roo much, aud dic for want of more. 
Who would thar cruel Privilege cnrreat, 
Tofit by Firc, and faint tor want of Hear 2 

The Shipwreck'd Merchant flies that diſmal Coaſt 
Where all his Treaſure was, by Tempeſt, loſt. 

No gen'rous Soul has plea'ure to abide 
Where he was ruin'd, or his Fricad has di'd. 

In often ſeeing you, I found delight , 
Though, by your Juſtice, I'm depriv'd of Sight, 
YetI am plac d by Love, and Fortune too, 
Where I can never think of ought but you. 

2 
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It was my Wiſh, nor will Ic'rerepent, 
Though it redoubles o're my puniſhment : 

So, onthe Wrack, a little Reſpite gains 

More Strength, to ſuffer yet more cruel Pains. 
Then can you not confine my Thoughts, and bind 
The ſad Reflexions of my reſtleſs Mind 2 

Fool that I was ! If I had never Writ, 

T his Bleſſing had been in my power yer. 

The ſcarch of Knowledge thus becomes a Vice, 
Soour firſt Parents loſt their Paradiſe. 

Well ! Since I mult ——t will-— 


Leave me, impatient Thoughts , and thou fond Love, 
Remove thy Throne, thy hated Fire remove : 
Gofix thy Arrows in ſome happy Breaſt , 
T've ſerv'd thee long, Old Servants merit Reſt, 

Why am I troubled thus : Why ſhou'd I be 
Surpriz'd with Miſerics I did forcſce : 
Reſembling dying Men, we all are ſurc 
That fatal Moment we muſt once endure ; 
Thar 'tis the narrow Path to cndle(s Blits, 
No' other way to rcal Peace, but this : 
And yet it makcs the molt prepared Heart 
Sigh, when he's forc'd to act this Tragick Part. 
Bur fainting Paticnts, that intend to live, | 
Muſt rake thoſe Potions Wiſe Phyſicians give. 
Then down, rebellious Thoughts , ler it appear | 
Mistorcune's welcom, ſince it comes from her. 
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| The INVOCATION. 


—_— Love, Great Emperor of Hearts, 
It all muſt yicld corhy commanding Darts, 
Mix Juſtice with thy Tyranny, let her 
Share in the Griefs ſhe wou'd to me transfer - 
Go wound her with a Shaft who'e Golden Head 
Creates Love's Flamcs , or chuſe one arm'd with Lead, 
And from the Center of my careful Breaſt 
Expel this plealant, tyrannizing Gueſt, 
If Gods cannot repeal what they have doae, 
Yet maiſt thou conquer both, as well as one : 
Thy Pow'r would 7 in our united Flame ; 
But eaſe Victories eclipſe thy Fame , 
Such is thy Conqueſt here , W ho wou'd nor yield, 
When her Divine Perfeions take-the Field ? 
Wou'd fair Clarizz lend her Eyes tome, 
I'de make my (elt a greater God than thee : 
Thy Conqueſt is deriv'd from her bright Eyes 
Thou art the Pricſt, but hcr's the Sacrifice, 
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The MOUNT, 


—_ me no more of Shady Groves, 

Or of the fair Ehſian 1 iclds, 

W here Picaſurc waits on conſtant Loves, 
With all the Swcers Fruition yiclds. 


Name not the Muſcs facred Hill, 
Nor famous Tempe, Flora's Pride ; 
Let purling Sticams their Sources fill, 


And Springs in latc-lefr Fountains hicc. 


Speak not of the Inſpiring Vine, 
More prais'd than the Caſtalias Well : 
This Grafhe Mount docs far out-ſhinc 
W hat this, or priſtine Ages tell 


The Monarch's Preſence makes the Court : 


When my Clor:=4's ſeatcd here, 
A Paradiſe of this is ſhort + 
For all Perfections dwell in her. 


” —_ - 
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The PLE 1, 


WUſpend your juſt Reſcnements, while you read, 


z } Tic greateſt Criminal for Lite may plead : 


W hen that anothcrs Faults had rais'd your Fear, 
And made my Crimes their blackeit Colours wear, 
Though you proſcrib'd my wandring Eycs, my Quill 


Retain d the Liberty to (ce you ſtill, 
Then give me leave to make this laſt Defence, 
And to aſſert my late-got Innocence. 
Free Acts of Grace do Criminals reſtore 
Toall cheir Crimes had forlcitcd before. 
Thus you repeal'd your hcavy Sentence paſt, 
And blot what my Dclpair indicted laſt. 
Beiore Philander was, thole Lincs were writ, 
ppmmig all his Faults, you that remit : 

t him not fall for Faults perform'sd by me , 
Since y* are ſo fair, uniuſt you cannot be. 

Your Pardon [ receiv'd with more content 
Than Exiles arc Repcal'd from Bani(hmene ; 
A Grace I never hop'd, ſo never fought, 
Above my Merit, and my vainc(t Thought. 
Millions of buſic Thoughts inform'd my Breaſt, 
Striving in grateful Language to be dreſt , 


But while the Crowd at once would Paſſ:ge find, 


And all be firſt expreſt, th' are all coafin'd, 
C 4 
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Weak Paſſhons loud, as ſhallow Streams, are found ; 
But deepeſt Rivers paſs withour a ſound. 

Thoſc Beams of Beauty plac'd in Gems, and Flowers, 
Are Simile's roo weak to Blazon yours : 
Your Pow'r and Form reſembles Heav'n , your Breath 
Condemns, of trees from Penaiice, worſe than Death. 
Since Heay'ns reſemblance ſhines fo fair in you, 
What conquers that, ſhou'd gain Clariza roo : 
But coaſtant Love, and Zeal, which Hcaven wins. 
Makes all my Guilt, and all Philander's Sins. 
Myſterious Deſtiny ! which ſcems tunply 
Love is inſpir'd by its Antipathy. 

Now I may ſec, and filently adore, 
W hate're my Witſhes are, TI'lc ask no more: 
And when you think (it you have any Thoughts 
That ſtoop fo low) on ſad Philander's Faults, 
Remember, *tis impoſſible to lee 
Such Charins as yours, and not offcad like me 
For which I pay moſt Sighs, 'tis hard to — c 
Your juſt Dilplcaſure, or my hopelcſs Lov 
Thiak, fair Clariza, if you ought to ag 
Flames (o reſpective, and ſo paſſionate. 

My Heart inſpires my Pen, when it aſturcs, 


EXP 


Though ſcora'd for cvcr, it muſt (till be yours. 


EXPOSTUL ATION. 


An ſomuch Sweetneſs, ſuch exterior Parts, 
W hole lovely Preſence charms all Eyes & Hearts, 
Be leſs accompliſh'd in that Nobler Dreſs 
Which ſums the Toral of our Happine's ? 
| The rare Adernments of a Worthy Mind 2 


Can I no Mercy in this Beauty find * 
Are there no Jewels in ſo bright a Caſe 2 
How long has Nature wore a double Face ? 
And (like the reſt of the diſſembling Earth) 
| Diſgnis'd Deſtruction in the ſhape of Mirth 7 
 Expos'd a glorious Form, to take our Eyes, 
And fram'd the Heart ſo prone to Tyrannize ? 
It cannot be : Her Noble Vertues thine 
More than her Beauty , for they are Divine. 
Tis not hcr want of Goodneſs, bur excels, = 
Encreaſe my Crimes, and makes her pity lels, 
Yer greatcr Faults are acted, and forgiven . 
By the Excmplar of our Lives; Juſt Heaven ! : 
| Then let the fair Clariza imitate, 
Reſtore her ©miles, and change my lowring Fate. 
Here | for{wear the Muſcs, and declare, 
» of I ne're got ought by them, but Loſs, and Care. 


ds 
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My Pen is fix'd, and my miſguided Hand 

Shall ne're write Verſe, unleſs by your Command, 
If this be not cnough, pronounce my Fate , 
I mult not live, if you perliſt to hate, 


ll 


| 

| 

— _ | 
A PRATER to tothe MUSES, | 


E thrice three Siſters, lend your Aid, 
Forſake a while yqur happy Springs, 
Mount Pegaſus, gr lair Aurora's Wings. - 
Who Inſpicatioos never pray'd, | 
Submits to that which triumphs over Kings, 


Not yet awake : Ye ſacred Nine, 
That taught the happy Thracian Lyre T 
Tomake deaf Stones, and (cn'clels Trees admire, 45: 

Aſſiſt my worthicr Deſign : 

Orpheus a Wiſe, a Multreſs I dehire, 


Not hear me yet * Then Cypid will : | 
To ſummon him I accd no Art, | 
He dwclls already in my flaming Hearr. 

Thou thine own Arrow once did(t teel, 

WheniPhhcbe's faircr Eycs threw back thy Dart. | siy 


Wi 
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Aſfiſt me, ſince thou knowſt my pain : 

But thou wilt Rival me, I fear, 

Such Charms in her refiſtleſs Eyes appear, 
| Such Power does cach Glance retain, 
| Pſyche lgoks pale, if but compar'd to her. 


Within each circ'ling Letter hide, 

Cloſely endeavor a Surprize , 

The crafty P.--this conquers, when he flies. 
When thy Advantage is eſpicd, 


Firſt ſcize her Heart, and then command her Eycs. 


' Then gently whiſper my Defires, . 
All caufleſs Jcaloufies remove, 
Aſſert my Conſtancy, and matchleſs Love - 
' When we are ſcorch'd with equal Fires, 
[In our high Flames, thy Pow'r will brighter prove, 
To gain the Vi&ry, uſe thy greateſt Arr, 
p94y, He that ſent theſe Lines, preſents his Heart. 


| SONG. 


| Way with this Legal Fruition, 
| The Pcnance of Phlegmatick Love, 
Devis'd by ſome old Politician, 
Whole Sinews no longer cou'd move. 
Since Wenching is modiſh, and Beauties are common, 
IWhy ſhou'd we wed the Defets of a Woman ? 


| 


The 
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The Husband has all the Vexation, 
The Quarrels, and Cares of the Sheets 
Fair Peruques, and Fops of the Faſhion, 
For nothing enjoy all the Sweets, 
Since Wenching, Oc, 


If the Wife has Wit, Beauty, or Portion, 
Fine Clothes, and Gallanrs mult be had: 
She follows the Court for Promotion, 
And hey ! for the New Maſquerade, 
Since Wenchine, Cc. 


When the Chaos was made a Creation, 
And all things in Order did move, 
The Wileſt, in every Nation, 
* Wentinuntoall they did love. 
Smce Wenching, Oc. 


+ Each Bout is a Feaſt of new Pleaſure 
- Tothole that may any where feed : 
The Bees have all Natures ſweet Treaſure, 
B::t Drones are confin'd to a Weed. 
Since Wenching is modiſh, and Beauties are common, 
Why ſhow d we Wed the Defeits of a Woman 


| 
| 
Ll 
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The RESOLFE. 


[ Hoſe in that diſmal Clime 
W here the Cymerian Shades do Reign, 
And ſhare the tedious Year , 
| With not that happy Time, 
When bright Hyperion's chearful Wain 
Makes Darkneſs diſappear 
| Nor meet his welcom Light with ſuch Exttemes 
' Of Toy, as I Clariza's brighter Beams, 
Yet does an envious Cloud 
| Of Sadneſs check my tull delight, 
| Though my ambitious Flame's allow'd : 
| For Fortunes ſpight 
[Still lays on her the moſt obliging Parr, 
nd leaves me nought to give her, but my Hearr. 
| That too was hers before : 
{ Dull Lover, haſt thou nothing more 2 
Then fince my Debts amount ſo bigh, 
| And ſtill I muſt cacreaſe the Score, 
| Fle wear her Ferrers till I die, 
And, in thoſe glorious Chains, adore 
Clariza, more than Liberty. 
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A Drinking Catch, 


La drink away, 
Thou haſt loſt a whole Minute , 
Hang Wenches and Play, 
There 15no Pleaſure in it : 
*Faith, rake r'ocher Glaſs, 
Though the Nights old and gray, 
We may all have a Pals 
Tothe Grave before Day ; 
Andin the cold, forſaken Grave, 
There is no Drink, (dcar Fack,) no Drink , 
No Wine, nor Women, can we have, 
No Company but Worms, but Worms that ſtink : 
Then name thy own Health, and begin it. 


a. 


ECLOGHE. 
Strephon and Philander. 


Str. Ay, dear Philander, prethee ſigh no more, 
Or ler thy Strephon know the Caule : 
W hile you alone your rigid Fate devlore, 
You make a Breach in Friendſhips Laws : 


Ph 


Str 
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| Inevry Fortune, Friendſbip claims a part x 
"| Divided Sorrows le(s opprefs the Heart. 


Ph, Ah, Strephor | never, never ſhall thy Ear 
Be frighted with ſuch fatal Sounds; 
| Thy friendly Sighs, or ſympathizing Tears, 
Wou'd but encreafſe my Wounds. 
In all my Joys for ever thou ſhalt ſhare , 
None but Philander thall ſupport his Care. 


| 
Str. Thy Fleecy Troops encreaſe, and duely pay 
| A Tribute of the fofteſt Wooll , 
| Pan guards the Paſture, while thy Lambs do play, 
| And Ceres fills thy Storc-hoaſe full, 

What candiſturb his Joys, or break his Reft, 
| Whois by Gods and Goddeſles fo bleſt 2 
| 


Ph, Thoſe Bleſſings which my Strephon does repeat, 
Have beenthe cauſe of all my Grief. 
Str, No Sorrows are {o deep, no Wounds ſo great, 
Bur may admit of ſome Relief, 
Nature provides a Salve for ev'ry Sore, 
Will calc the Pain, if not the Health reſtore, 


nd 


Cin give my killing Gricf no eaſe. 
Str, Crucl Philander | Will- you not impart 
The Nature of this ſtrange Diſeaſe * 


Ph, All Nature's Wealth,joyn'd with the Power of Agt, 


Ph, Im- 
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Ph, Impatiem Paſhon, reſtleſs, raſh dclire , 
A frying Froſt, compos'd of freczing Fire. 


St. Is Love grown ſuch adeſperatc Diſeaſe * d 
It that beall, che Cure is plain, 


Thoſe Eyes that gave the Wound, mult give the Eale| * 
To this ſtrauge tyran .izing Pain, | 
When Realon is roo weak, this way is ſure, 4 
Whom Great Achilles wounds, his Lance muſt cure. 
Ph, Ah! gentle Strephon, therefore I deſpair, 
And juſtly may my Fate accu'c , h 
There is no other mcans to heal my Care, 
But what 1 dare not, cannor uſc. " 
St. Fortane affiſts a Man that boldly dares. | 
Ph, We may behold, but muſt not reach at Stars. Ll 
St. Unmaſque the dazling Object of thy Love : p 


Suppo:c her ſome brighe Deity , | 
Yer Stars do tall, and quit their iparkling Grove, 
Cuapidrulcs them, as well as thee. 
All Gods and Goddeſſes do yield to Fore, | 
Ce een Seofen jon fret bd 
Ph, W hoſe Blood does in an equal temper flow, 
Whoſe Pulle a healthy Muſick bears, 
To cure the danger of anothers W oc, 
A hundred cafie ways repeats, | 
Remembd 


(33) 


Remember, Strephon, Great Apolls's Art 
| Cou'd findno Herb tocure a Wounded Heart. 
| 
| St, Urivcil this murd ring Beauty, ſpeak her Name, 
And how ſhe firſt ſurpriz'd thy Hearr. 
?h, Swear ſolemnly you'l never credit Fame 
With any thing that I impart. 
| St, If &re Ido, may Wolves, and Ev'ning Dews 
"Deſtroy my Lambs, and kill iny Teeming Ewes. 
W hy fhou'd ?Philaxder ſo diſtruſtful prove * 
ISt my Fidelity he doubts, or Love 2 
' Ph, Neithcr. 
| St, Tome Philandey never ſwore. 
Ph, Nor did I ever ask a Vow betorc. 
W hcn Strephon does my fatal Story hear, 
He will excuſe, if no allow my Fear, 
$t, Cold Death ſhall ſetze me,c're my Thoughts ſhall be 
| Unical'd to aty thing alive, but thee. 
Ph, After the ercat Succels, which, well you know, 
[ had, in Plcading 'gainſt my Pow'rftul Foe, 
The juſt Sylvan having fairly try d 
| The weighty Cauſe, and 1udg'd ir on my Side z 
| Repairing to the Sacred Fahe, to pay 
Duc Thanks Hcav'n, and fucure RP pray, 
The Prieſts preparing, with erefed ky 
And pious Flames, to ſcale the lofry Ski ies 
With gratcful Incenſe, ſent in Hills of Smoke, 
A gcntle Audience from the Gods t'invyoke 


| 
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Then ſhou'd my zcalous Thoughts, and ſwift Deſires | 
Have waited on the bright Atoning Fires : 
But then my roving Eyes (thole carcle(s Guides) | 
My caſic Heart *twixt Heav'n and Earth divides, | , 
The So! of Heaven, which before did ſway 
The Actions of my Soul, they put away , 
And preſently ſupply'd his empty Throne 
With giddy Paſſion, wiltul Phactor , '1 
Wholos'd the Rains, and let them freely rove, 
Till Heav'ns Great Thunderer, Almighty Fore, 
Caſt them upon a ſweet betraying Face, 
A Remora, that check'd their wanton Race. 
There thoſe ambitious Ramblers boldly ſtray, 
And gaz'd (01ong, till they became a Prey , 
The charming Objc& loon retreated thence, 
Topuniſh their preſuming Inſolence, 
And likea lovely Tyrant, as ſhe is, 
Raviſh'd my Heart, becauſe IT look'd amils. St, 
How gladly did I feed my greedy Eyes 
On thole ſweet, crucl, ſad F elicicies 
How eagerly I catch'd cach glancing Dart, 


Shot from her Eyes, and Shrin'd it in ny Heart! 17h 

Far was it from my thoughts, that there ſhou'd be 

In fo much Pleaſure, fo much Milcry. F 
So harmleſs Birds devour with greedy haſte f 

The Fowlers ſweet intoxicating Paſte , [, 


Whoſe pleaſant Poyſon through their Body creeps, 
And caſts them into death-rciembling Sleeps, 


ny ty too 


And 
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And fo the ſportful Lark, by dazling Light, 
| LoſeshisLiterograrifie his Sight, 
| . ! : , 
| St. Thy Tongue in this Diſcourle explains no more 
Than thy perplexed Sighs expreſs'd before , 
| Pray” fwenk hcr Name, and in what happy Sphere 
This bright, reliſtleſs Luſtre does appear, 
| Ph The firſtnce're reach'd my knowledge , yet the laſt 
Is, like a Deity, i'th' Temple plac't. 
My winged Feet, cach Sacrificing day, 
Lead me to gaze upon her, more than pray. 
As he that has drunk Poyſon, ſtrives to get 
The cold. ſt Water, roallay the Heat, 
Alchough he knows there's nothing does coaſpire 
More to tlY' aſſiſtance of his killing Fire , 
So do I conſtantly repair to lee, 
And take new W ounds, t'cncreaſe my Milery. 
St, A Coward in the Field, does always die , 
When he that courts his Fare, finds ViRtory. 
Pur thy uncertain Fortune to the Tryal 
| + Deſpairing Love is worſe than flat Denial. 
th, Friend(hip gives this Advice : Did you c're find 
{ The Bramble with the Princely Cedar toyn'd * 
| All, butthe Royal Bird of Fove, muſt ſhun 
| The beamy Luſtre of rhe radiant Sun. 
!. Although the Kingly Eagle ſoars (o high, 
» | He often ſtoops to prey upon a Fly , 
And though the Cedar does ſo lofty grow, 
nd} His Shade protects the meancſt Shrub beloiw : 
D 2 Alands's 
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Alauda's Flight does with the Clouds conteſt, 

Yet ſhe in humbleſt Stubbles makes her Neſt, 

Was not the Glorious Siſter of the Sun 

Dceply in Love with poor Endymion ? 

Love isa rambling, accidental Fire, 

Not led by Reaſon, but a ſtrong Deſire , 

It flies at all, and does this Maxim prove, 

All were, or are, or will be once in Love. 
Approach thy Goddeſs, if the yet be free , 

She muſt love one, perhaps it may be thee. 

Thy Heart is loſt , this oncly does remain, 

By Death, or Victory, to win't again. 

Better dic once, and bravely yield thy Breath, 

Than ev'ry Minute tcel a living Death. 

Ph. Yes (Strephon) die I will, but not your way ; 
That wou'd her Honour, and my Flame betray : 
Te truſt no partial Friendſhip cre to tell 
The curious W orld how poor Philander fell. 
My Eyes may trecly on her Beauty Feaſt, 
Though Paſhon make a Famine in my Breaſt, 
Shou'd I declare my (elf, her Honour wuſt 
Deſpiſe a Hcap of ſuch ignoble Duſt , 

So ſhou'd Itwice at o'rc my cruel Fate, 
Firſt die by Love, and then by juſter Hate. 

St, What ſtrange unheard-of Refolution's this ! 

You wou'd be happy, yet torſwear your Bliſs ! 

But ſee, Philander, how the envious Weſt 

Does grecdily inviec yond' ſhining Gucſt 
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To haſtc :o his beloved Theris Arms , 
Our Flo- ks invoke us with their bleating Charms 
The Silver Cynthie drops an Ev'ning-tear, 
| And Phzbwe bluſhes, to behold us here. 
Lead we our curled Troops to reſt, then play 
On Oaten Reeds, to chace this Love away. 
Ph. Bright Paphian Goddeſs ! help thy Votaric : 
Thy Glory falls, if ſad Phylanger dic. 


On - — ————_—— weld 


A $ONGC. 


( 5" you ſee 


How from Court the new Faſhion 
Has Conquer'd the Nation, 
All Lovers muſt be : 
None but Phanaticks oppoſe the Invaſion , 
Then pray* why ſhou'd we * 


Hang Conſcience, and Fear ! 
I am ſecrer, and loyal : 
No envious Eſpial 
Shall trighten my Dear. 
| That Bluſh was ſotweer ! I can take no denial, 
| Nor longer forbear, 
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Nay, ſtrive not in vain ; 
Tle o'recome thee with Kifſles : 
Such Pleaſurc as this is 

Wou'd make Fove again 


Deſpiſe his high State, to partake of our Bliſſs | 


Then who can abſtain : 


O ! theſcare the Sweets 
W hich none can diſcover, 
But the ſecret Lover 
Great Ceſar ne're meets 
A Joy more ſublime, though he is our Firſt Mover ; 
To Love he ſubmics. 


To a Perſon of Quality, a great Patron of 
Juſtice, 


O hurry on the [ad decaying State 
Of thoſe that arc depreſt by adverſe Fate ; 


Totread on thole that arc alrcady down 


To change the Face, with Fortunes Smile, or Frown 


Tocruſh deiccted Innoce ace, w ho'e Right 
Is eagerly oppreſt by Wealthy Might , 

To hate whom Fortne hatcs, and todeſpii Cc 
The candid Truth, when in a poor Diſguile ; 


' 
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Tothink there is a great Ancipathy 

Berween a Spotleſs Life, and Poverty, 

This is the Cuſtom of our Partial Tunes ; 

The Poor muſt ſuffer for the Rich Mens Crimes : 

Weak injur'd Innoccnce we otten (ee 

Feels heavy Stripes, while Pow'rfu! Guile goes free. 
To whom ſhall I complain, fince this is true; 

From whom ſhall I ſeek Juſtice, but from you ? 

W hoſe Sun-like Soul in equal Beams diſplays, 


{ On high, and low, the Power of its Rays; 


Who, in your pious Charity, exprels 


Your ſelf a Father tothe Fatherleſs : 

Whoſe Vertue does this Age fo far excell, 

That all admire, what none can parallel. 
Some (like the Stone Celedony) will hold 


' No Vertue, longer than th' are rubb'd with Gold: 
| Your God-like juſtice moves not by Reward , 


All chat will ſeck it, may be freely heard. 


| And, as the richeſt Topaz ſhines molt bright, 


[0 


Tothoſc that ſeck it, in the darkeſt Night , 
S0 your Preſerving Goodnels you expreſs 
Chicfly to thoſe that arc in moſt diſtre's, 


, 
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$ NOW. | 


TEc how the feathcr'd Bloſſoms through the Air 
k Travcric a thouſand various Paths, 1 to find 
On the impurcr Earth a Place that's fair, 

Courting the Conduct of cach faichleſs Wind. 


Sec how they ſcem to hover near their end, 
Nicely {upported on their doubtful Wings ; 
Yetall by an impulſe of Fate deſcend, 
On Dunghils ſoc, ſome on the Courts of Kings. ! * 


Ot warmeſt Varours, which the Sun cxhales | 
All are COt npos'd, and in a ſhort-liv'd Hour, 
Their daz'ling Pride and coycſt Beauty talls, 


Diffolv'd by Phabus, or a weeping Show'r, {1 
All of ons Matter form'd, to one return , 'C 
Their Fall is greateſt, whoare plac'd moſt high : | 
Let not the Proud preſume, or Pooreſt mourn, L 

Their Facc's decreed, and cv'ry one mult dic, 
Boaſt nor of cndicſs Wealtch, or Noble Birth ; A 


Frem Earth ail come, all muſt return to Earth. 


Sh 
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| Satisfattion in Vertue, 


TInce this is the Decree of Fate, 
That my Fortune muſt ſtill be ſinking, 

Henceforth I will leave off thinking, 
And deſpiſe all W orldly Hate. 

This Age 15 now ſo prone to Lying, 
Vertue is too weak a Gu 

To revive a Flame that's dying, 
! Shcis ſtill her own Reward. 


' While my Conſcience is at peace, 
All cheir Malice can't depreſs me, 
Happy Thoughts ſhall till poſſeſs me, 

| Intheir wane I thall encreaſc. 
The blackeſt Scandal Envy places 

; On a well-compoled Mind, 

Flies back in the Detractors Faces, 
| Like Duſt that's chrown againſt the Wind, 


Although the Verdane Laurel may 
Be ſhock't by Winter's ſtormy Blaſting, 
Yet her Colour's everlaſting, 

id She tryumphs when the Storms decay. 


The 
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The ratling Thunder cannot reach her, 
Still ſhe wears her plcaſant Green : 

Hell ir ſelf can make no Breach there 
Where the Soul has Peace within. 


'Toads Poyſon-ſpent, they ſoon decay : 
Torpedo-like, the baſe Dctractor 
In his own Ruine is an Actor, 
Caſting all his Guts away : 
For when the Plots he has contriv'd, 
Arc unto the World made known, 
The Waſp is of his Sting depriy'd, 
And dics a baſc deſpiſed Drone. 


My clouded Fame agaia ſhall riſc, 
In its own proper Luſtre ſhining, 
Spight of all cheir curſt rcpining, 
And ſhake off this black Diſguiſe, 
Then will thoſe Protean Fricads that fly me, 
Tomy berter Fate repair , 
Bur thoſe chat in the Miſt deny me, 
Shall nevycr in my Sun-ſhine ſhare. 


Now the World (o wretched is grown, 
He that's Wealthy may be a Deſpilcr ; 
For he that is Richer, is Wiſer 

Than all he Square-Caps of the Town. 


Since 
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Since all are ſo drown'd in their Folly, 
And all have a certain Fate, 

Ile laugh, live coatented, and jolly, 
And a Fig for their Love, or their Hate. 


The HUZZ A. 


V Hen the Streets are all clear, 

The Town is our Own , 

We manage the Humour, and laugh at the Fear 

| Ot all thole we Lay on. 

Down goes the Bully, the Heck, and Night-walker , 

But oh ! che Brisk Girl, we will never forſake her. 
The Conſtable flics, 

And his Clubmen withdraw, 
When they hear the fierce Cries 
Of the dreadful Hazza, Har=a, Hut ! 


| The Gown, Surplice, or Sword, 
| We ſparc not at all , 
[Bur Draw up our Forces, and give 'um the Word 
Make a Show, and they fall. 
Down gocs the Lawyer, the Prieſt, and the Capain 
But wo to the Houſe that a Candle is kept in : 
We make the Glab fic, 
And the Rogues ſtand in awe, 
W hen they hear the fierce Cry 
Of the dreadful Huzzs, Huzza, Hy==4 | 
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Tf a Brave of the Court, 
A Teaand 2 Nay, 
Or Canting ſoft Siſter, that's right for the Sport, 
Do appear in our way, 
Down Tabitha goes, the Saint, and the Wicked, 
Though their Lungs arc conſum'd, their Notes like; 
We make 'em ſtrain high, [Cricke: 
'Todeclare for our Law, 
And advance the fierce Cry 
Of the dreadful Hazza, Huzza, Huzza ! 


Some do Plot, Pimp, or Pad , 
Some Play, Swcar, and Whore , 


*. 


Some Writc till th'arc laugh'd at, ſome Read till th' 
And ſome Drink till th'arc poor , 


[ 
Some Rail and Lampoon, till their Ears do miſcarry : | 


But, on the Hezz4, we arc honeſt, and wary. 
We make the Rogues fly, 
Or embrace our New Law, | 
And advance the fierce Cry 
Of the dreadtul Huzze, Huzza, Huzza | 


it 


| 
of 
, 


| 
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To the Fair Aminda. 


Ove's daring Flight is unconfin'd, 
No Rules can reach his ſoaring Wings ; 
More free than Air, or lawleſs Wind, 
Or ſecret Thoughts, form'd in a yourhful Mind 


Above the Power of the Higheſt Kings. 


The Gods, it there were any more 
Beſides Great Love, by him were made ; 
His Favour they did all implore, 

His Darts they all obey'd 


* [Their Deitics by his did Shine, or Fade. 


The laſting Fame bold Heroes win, 
The facred Vertues you admire, 
All that the World can glory in, 
By Love's Aſſiſtance did at firſt begin , 
Your Beauty's Rais'd by his Promethean Fire, 
W hom Love inſpires, though dull before, 
Becomes accompliſh't, wiſe, aad brave, 
To conquer her be doth adore. 
The Glories which you have, 
Your Lover's Paſſion, and his Praiſcs gave. 
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Thenask not how I dare aſpire 

Before your dazling Shrine ro kneel, 

And offer my ambitious Fire ; 
For were your Beauty and your Title higher, 
Love wou'd betray the Pain you make me fee}, 

If you are ſcornful, and ſevere, 

You add new vigour tomy Flame, 

And make it ſtill more bright appear : 

If I poſſeſs my aim, 

My Happineſs ſhall never ſpot your Fame. 


Though I ſhou'd feaſt my greedy Eyes, 

And cv'ry Minute ſteal a Kiſs, 

Taſte all thoſe Joys Men Idolize, 
Your Sum of Pleaſure ſtiJl as high wou'd riſc, 
Nor wou'd you have one charming Grace che leſs. 

Bur if our Withes cqual are, 

In Loves Ehzinm we ſhall Reign, 

And, by our ſecret am'rous W ar, 

That Paradiſe obtain 


Which all the graver World have ſought in vain. 
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LOVE by PROXT. 


To Rolella. 375 


Y one more happy, they their Suic prefer, 

Who want the Honor of their Sov'reign's Ear: 
S0 Superſticious Papiſts do implore 
Their Saints Aſſiſtance, when they Heay'n adore: 
And fo Philander your Protection prays, 
When at Clariza's Feet his Heart he lays. 
You know her Strength,you know her weakeſt Guard, 
When to retire, and when to venture hard : 
If fair Roſe{a on my {ide declare, 
And own my Cauſe, we'l quickly cad the War. 

But what Reward can draw you to my =_ : 

What can he give, that has beſtow'd his Heart * 
Vouchſafe a Parley , if we part ia ftrife, 
You muſt demand above Philander's Life : 
That Man no higher Bleſſings can pretend, 
Who is Clarizs's Slave, Roſelld's Fricnd, 
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A Check to Love, 


Ence, perſecuting Fancy, hence ! 
Or, if I muſt 


Tohatcd Rhime, and Love, be given 
. Lertitbejuſt , 
No Sacrifice to idle Senſe, 


Or wanton Luſt , 


But Nobler Flames, that mount to Heav'n, 


Whither, fond Heart, doſt thou miſlead 
My cafic Eyes * 

Too ſoon, alas ! they fly at Beauty. 
Canſt | an. deſpiſe 

Thoſe ſervile Paths which Lovers tread 
To gain a Prize, 


Which curns their Joy to ſlaviſh Duty 


Yer, if Imuſt to Sea again, 
Still by the Shore, 
In fome new pretty Boat I'le hover ; 
But never more 
Enflay'd (though with a Golden Chain) 
- Bety'd roth' Oar: 
Fle be a true Poetick Lover, 


| 


| 
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Whether ſhe fayonr, or deſpiſe, 
'Tis both alike ; 

Fidiſſanc're ſhall know her Lover, 
IIcnerc ſcek 

An Anſwer from her Hands, or Eyes, 
Or bluſhing Cheek, P 

Nor own my Love, chough ſhe diſcover. 


COELIN A. 


He Richeſt Metal, whilc it lics ' 
Obicured in its Native Mold, 
Is like a Monarch in duguile : 
- 
Love Beauty ſhews, as Fire docs Gold. 


Tis now ſo much the Mode tor Love, 
None are Gentile, or truly Fair, 

Until their num'rons Servants prove 
How powertul their Beauties arc. 


Faireſt Celia, if you will 
(Protected by that borrow'd Name) 
Accept the Offerings of my Quill, 
Ie raiſe you to a learhfef Fame. 
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Sweet Voices, and harmonious Strings, 
Shall ev'ry day your Praiſe renew : 
Celina ſhall be ſung by Kings, 
And Captive thoſe ſhe never knew. 


This poor Return Amyntas prays, 

That you believe his Flames are true ; 
And fair Celina's Smile repays 

All he has doac, or cre can do. 


—_— _— CO 


To a Miſtreſs who deſir'd to know his Love, by his 
Endeavour not to love her. 


Our laſting Smiles at any rate to gain, 
I ſcrv'd your ſtrange Commands , but all in vain: 
The Tyrant Beauty ſtill prevails, no Arr, 
No Reaſon can reclaim my wilful Heart. 
The greedy Soul, whoſe Heav'n is Gold, cou'd do 
No more for Mammorn, than I've done tor you, 
To quench the hated Flamcs of vain Deſire, 
And ruine all that fcd the hopelels Fire, 
I vow'd that your Eycs were but Glaſſes , 
Your Teeth, and your Hair, 
But Borrowed Ware, 
The Growth of ſome Crucifi'd Laſles ; 
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Your Lips were no more 
But twice reddcd o're + 
Your All were but Counterfeit Graces : 
Your Face double-waſh'd with right Spaniſh , 
The Cold, or che Hear, 
With Freezing, or Sweat, 
Would make the tair Fucns to vanith : 
Your coltly Perfume S, 
Todry up Salt Rheums, 
And yor natural Haw'gon' to baniſh. 
At cv'ry Word, my in'ur'd Heart did flic 
Into my bluſhing Cheek, and trembling Eye, 
To give my lervile Tongue the Lic. 
How cruel then is the dclig Ft you take, 
To kill me for the Crime your ſeit did make ! 
Sincc all 1 did, was but to ſhew 
I dare do any thing tor you. 


DOTOLAKISA 


YO, Happy Characters! Thoſe Joys obtain, 
For which your abicne Maſter ft 2bsi invain : 
iſs Clariza's Hand « a Hand more white 
=> Innocence, or fcather'd Snow i'th' Night 
W hoſe ſoſtacls far tranſcends rhoſe Silver Doves 
That draw I.ove's Chariot through the Myrtle Groves. 
E 2 T.he 
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The Veins, like Violets, o're tlic Lilies ſtray, 
Or Azure S.ars in Heavens Milky Way, 
Each Finger has ſo much of Cupid's Art, 

I: can transfix an Adamantine Heart, 


Go, feaſt your (elves on thoic victorious Eyes, 


Enjoy thoſe Sweets for which Philander dics : 
But do not (like ingratetul Mortals) hate 

The Hand that rais © you to your envy'd State, 
When by my fair Clar:za you are read, 
Remember you your Maſter's Paſſion plead, 
Show my repeated Vows, my With-s ſhow, 

W hich no Ambition, but her Servicc know : 
Bufncts (Lovc's greateſt Enemy) cou'd nc're 
A Tho '2hr, before her Intereſt, preter, 

With dcar Cli: a's Name I cloſe my Eycs, 
Of her I drcam, think of her when Iriſc : 
Vow'd Anchoritcs, with ſuch Religious Love, 
Did nc're purſue the Bleſſed joys above. 
Forgive mc Heav'n ! Yet ſure it cannot bc 
A - 1 tO honour what rc: emblc 5 thcc, 

T:ll her, how conf! antly my Foceſteps trace 
That happy Walk where I beheld her Face 


What longin 3 Looks, how many Sighs I [end G, 


Wha: F ears ſurpriſe nc, leſt I ſhould offend. 
I 2ocach Night to (cc her, though I know 

I thall not ſee her there before I 0. 

It any Noiſe ftrike my attentive Ear, 

My flatt'ring Hope lays, Fair Clariza's there. 


Hor 
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How eagerly my S.ul wth ardour flies 
To meet your i-1c:cacc in my watchful Eyes ! 
When tom.c unwelcom Object docs appear, 


That cheats my Hopes, and {ays you are not thcre, 


Thus, whea my expectation has delay'd 
The lateſt Minutes, and the Lizhe our-{taid, 
Such crucl Thoughts, and yer ſuch iult ones to2, 
Dirc& me home, I tear they'l Prove tO true | 
Bold Reaſon cries, Philander, "tis in vain 
Tothink Clariza will relieve thy Pain , 
Thole gilded [oys ſhe gave thee, were not meant 
To found thy Bliſs, but raiſe thy Puniſhmenr. 


If thoſe betraying Smilcs thou dit never known, 


Thou had(t been lets unhappy, though undone. 

Though Mitlcry is thort of Happin: [s, 

Privation is Misfar tne in exceſs. 

Put Love inſpircs new Taith, and does afliice 

She will not ill, that Cid (0 nOMy cur 

From my Divine Cla:z4's Livs Fic wail 

Altecond Conhrmation of my Fate. 

When bluthing Phabus from this Region flics, 

Ile haſte to (ee my brightcr Phebe rite 
And from her pow” riul Influence invite 

My laſting Day, or my pcrpctual Night. 


—— 
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The Folly of Coy << and Wedlock, 


Mina, in vain you fo coylic rcfuſe 
What Nature and Love do inſvire + 
Thar Formal old Way, which vour Mother cid uſc. 


Can never contine the Deſire, 
It cather adds Oyl to the Firc. 


When the tempting Delights of Wooing are loſt. 
And Pleafurc's a Duty become, 

We both ſhall appcar like ſome dcad Lovers Gholt, 
To frighecn cach other from home - 


3 


And the Genial Bed, like 2 Tombe. 


Now, low at your Fcct your tond Lover will lyc, 
And icck a new Fate in your F ycs 

One amorous Smiic will exalt him fo high 
He can all but Aminda delpilc : 
Then change to a Frown, and hr dics. 


To Love, and cach othcr, wc'l ever lc rruc ; 
Buc to raiſe our En;oyments by Arr, 
We'l oftcn fall out, and as often renew + 
For to wound, and to cure the (mart, 
Is the Plcaſure that captives the Heart. 
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Which the ſuccesful Lover gains ! 
ow the longing Spirit flies 
On ſcorching Sighs, from dying Eyes ! 
Whoſe intermixing Rays impart 


' Love's welcom Meſlage to the Heart, 


[ Ow charming are thoſe pleaſant Pains 
On ; 


| Then, how the active Pulſe, grown warm, 
To ev'ry Senſe gives the Alarm ! 
Bur oh ! the Raprures, and the Qualmes, 
When Love unites the melting Palms ! 

What Ecſtaſies : What Hopes and Fears ? 
| Whatpretty Talk, and am'rous Tears * 


| Tothelc, a thouſand Vows ſucceed ; 
'| Andthen, O Heav'ns ! the Secret Decd ! 
When Senſe, and Soul are bath'd in Bliſs. 
Think, Dear Aminda, think on this ! 
And cure thoſe Hours we did nor prove 
The raviſhing Delights of Love. 


E 4 


A SONG atthe KING'S HOUSE, 


ALMERIA: A SONG. 


Thy Channs, with Reaſon, and Diſcourlc 


I Did (Aimeria) long oppoſe 


Bur find, againſt ſuch welcome Fo: $ 
In vain, alas ! is all my Forcc 
That great Detcnce I made, with ſo much coil. 


Thy Eycs have ruin'd With a careleſs Smile, 


Mad with my Loſs, I bluſh'd to ſec 
My Pafſhon in my Looks o'rc-{pread , 
W hilc thine ſcem'd proud of Victory : 
And, in thy Eyes, methought I read, 
Thirſis, thou doſt oppoſe thy Fate In Vain : 
Thou maiſt deplore, but never break my Chain. 


I yicld, (Fair Nymph!) but uſe me well. 
So may thy Reign for ever lalt - 
Frowns may the Heart a while compel ; 
Bur Favours tic it ever faſt : 
To keepthy Power, when thy Beauty's gone, 
With gentle Piry now confirm thy Throne. 


The ſetting Sun more bright doth riſc, 
Phebe renews hor borrow'd Li: ht: 


P 


(57) 


But when thy daz'ling Beaury dies, 
Thou never canſt retrive its flight : 
Then will thoſe Lovers, which i vain did burn, 
Forget thy Beauty, and repay thy Scorn. 


— -——— OO RO —_ OO — — 


The ANSWER. 


\ / Hen firſt your Love ir ſelf addreſt 
la modeſt Flames, and chaſt Diſcourſe, 
The Paſhon you did then ſuggeſt, 

Some carcle(s Smile, perhaps, might force: 

But you allow'd your Thoughts too large a Scope, 

[t c'reT (mil'd you into t: arther Hope. 


Ifaw you bluſh, and was fo wiſe 
Torakc it lora {i2n ot Grace : 
You, looking through thoſe wanton Eyes, 
Did read talſc Lectures in- my Face. 
Never did I expc&;, or with to have, 
One tor my Servant, whois Paſhon's Slave. 


You nc're ſhall tempt my Maiden- Throne 
Toflarr'ring Lult to yield its Right : 
SubieRs are forc d, as well as won , 
No Rebel like the Favorite, 
And Pow'r does oft a ſtubborn People bend, 
Whom coo much Pity teaches ro offend, 
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What though the Sun does Riſe more Bright ; 
The Morn her waſted Light renews 2 
Tis Vertue varniſhes our Light , 
With Honour, we our Beauty loſe. 
Lovers reſpet no longer than they burn , 
And Bcauty, when enjoy'd, becomes their ſcorn, 


— * — — — 


KISSES, with an Addition. 


MV Y Love and I tor Kullcs Play'd $ 
She wou'd hold Stakes, 1 was content - 
Bur when I won, ſhe wou'd be paid : 
With that, I ask'd her what the meanr. 
Nay then (quoth the) 7 ſee, 1 ſee, you wranecle in wain 1 
Here, take your Kiſs, and give me mine again. 


Dear Heart | ſaid I, that killins Frown 
Shan't huffe me out of what 1 got , 
Pay back my Stake, and that I won : 
I hate your wheadling greedy Plat : 
Not that I prize one Kiſs ſo much , for, were you poor, 
On your bare Lips I'de lend you twenty more. 


T ſcorn your Kindneſs, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 

We Stak'd, and co't we went atrcth : 
Still I receiv'd, bur ſill I paid, 
Yep never had a Kiſs the lets. 
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Nay then, thought 1, 7 ſee, I ſee we wrangle inwvain;, 
Here's better Sport, and ſtill the Loſers gaim. 


In heat of Play, we threw at All, 
I Stak'd my Heart againſt her Head : 
She loſt, nor cou'd her Pray'rs prevail , 
For | was deaf, till the was dead. 
Way then {quoth the) 7 ſee, 1 ſee I wrangle inwan ; 
þrve me my Head, and take your Heart again. 


DAPHNE. 


Tire oe, fooliſh Hcart, and make haſte to deſpair ; 
J ] or Daphne regarils not thy Vows, nor thy Pray'r. 
{hen I plead for thy Paſſion, thy Pains to prolong, 

he Courts her Guitrar, and Replies with a Song, 

No more ſhall True Lovers ſuch Beauties adore : 

Were the Gods ſo ſevere, Men wou'd Worſhip no more. 


ſomore wiltI wait, like a Slave at thy Door 

will ſpend the cold Nights at thy Window no more: 
ily Lungs I no more in long Sighs will exhale, 

ice thy Price is to make me look ſullen, and pate, 
No more ſhall Amyntas thy Pity Implore : 

Were the Gods, Cc. 
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Nomore ſhall thy Frowns, or Erce Humour perſwade, 
To fear the Fair Idol my Fancy has made : 
When thy Saints, fo R———_ their Follies give o'r 
Thy Deity's loft, and thy Beauty's no more : 

No more ſhall true Lover:, Cc. 


How weak are the Yows of a Lover in pain ! 
When flatter'd by Hope, or opprels'd by Diſdain ? 
For my Daphne's bright Eyes I no ſooner review, 
Bur all is forgot, and I Vow all anew. 
No more, (Cruel Nymph !) I will murmur no more : 
Did the Gods ſeem ſo Fair, Men wou'd ever Adore, 


The Pe Jur'd $ hepher a. 
A SONG. 


WH lomuch calc (Ingrateful Swains !) 
Your faithleſs Vows have cur'd yoar Pains, 
You think, by thoic your Pcrjurics betray'd, 
Thar all arc falſc, or clic may be ſo made 
And cv'ry Smile, or gentle Word proclaims 
The coldcſt Nymph an Off ring to your Flames. 


— wm MY wd 


C 


- 
ra 


ey 


m—— 


3 


8. 


(61) 


Vain Shepherd, now's the fatal time 

To ſuffer for thy boaſted Crime : 

Repcated Vows, with mc, leſs Credit find, 

Than ſmiling Scas on the uncertain Wind - 

Icep Sighs, and frequent Tears, as chings of courſe, 
$0 common arc, that they have loſt their force. 


Thy Paſſton's truth will bcſt appear, 

Diſguis'd in Doubts, and guilty Fear ; 
When all che Heart, and careful Tongue conceal, 
The Senſe diforder'd, and the Eyes reveal, 
Such dark Confuſion makes the Flame ſhine brighe : 


So Stars arc beſt diſcern'd through Shades of Night. 


One ſtolen Look will better Woo, 
Than Sighs, and Tcars, and Vows can do. 
The falſcſt Hearts (like empty Veſſels) ſound : 
But may thy tcign'd, become a real Sound , 
That thy (everer Penance may declare 
How great Mens Crimes, and Womens Virtues are. 


I ems 
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He Grear, and Wiſe, the Good, and Fair, do all 


So faſt before Love's Sacred Altar fall, | 
That J 
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That ev's, the Gods themſclves ſcem to proc laim, 


The Frince of Light makes haſte to quench thar Tire, 

W hich Perſtan Kings adorc, and we admirc - 
#* Forone Hours Pleaſure with this Nymph's more ſweer, 
Than all the Incenſc, and the Pray'r he'l ger. 

The Birds ſhrill Echo's through the (; neaking » Grove, 

Do welcom the approaching Hour of Love , 
And that ſoft murmur, which yOu hear, muſt be 
The gentle Whiſpers of ſome am'rous Tree , 
Where cach kind Branch the others Juicc recciv« S, 
And ſweetly gencratcs the infant Leaves. 
In yonder Thicket, Philome!s ſad moan 


All that the Poct, or the Lover dreams, 
Of ſilent Shades, ſofe Winds, and purling Streams, 
Do here combine, to heighten our Dclight: 
+ Never, oh, never let ran {light 
What Heav'n periwades : Now,now's the happy Hour, 
po greedy Time ſtands ready to devour : 
Ty v not the haſty Fates with cold delay 
Ola gc, and Youthful Love for nonc will ft ay. 


All muſt ſubmit to the rehiſtleſs Flame, 


No Rape bewails, but cries Her Mate ts gone, 


| 


; 
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| Let Slaves and Phanaticks be ſubjc& to Care, 


| 
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The Double Health. 


Urtz off the Glaſs, 'tis a Crime to ſee't full, 
Drinking dead Liquor, has made us ſodulL 


Deep Thoughts, and Afﬀeairs our fierce Encmies are, 
And Silence already begins the ſad War. | 
Arm! arm! arm! arm! Stand to your Arms , 

With muſing, and Frowns, 
The bold Enemy comes, 
Love, Lofles, and Croſſes renew the Alarms. 
Make ready, and preſent, 
Mount all your Mazles up higher , 
Thus we ſad Thoughts do prevent, 
And to Beauties and Wealth we aſpire: « JU 
Give Fire, 
As our Volleys are thicker, 
Our Wits will be quicker : 
Give Fire. 


CHORUS, 
Let none for [mall Money take cave, 
To paſs the Black Stygian Lake , 
We'l cheat the old Rogue of his Fare, i 
And ſwim ore in the Rive/s we male .j | 
: SGN Ge | 
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'Le nomore be deceiv'd with your amorous Ag; 
Take all your great Favours,& call home your heart, 
When your Vows & Embraces do raiſe my Hopcs high, 
When all is agreed, and y'*are ready todie 

Some ſudden flight Humor deſtroys all my Bliſs, 
Aad you think my long Service well raid with a Kiſs, 


As Fowlers do cruelly ſport with a Dove, 


> You blind and torment my poor Heart with fond Love, 


But when with lofig Flight all its Paſſion is ſpent, 

And dicsat your Feet, you too late will repent. 
While I'm Faſting, you think I for ever will Pray , 
Bur without a Supporr,all Loves ſtrength will decay. 


Your Kiſles arc cold, and I (mile at your Tears ; 
They procced not trom Love,but your loſs,8& your fcars, 
Ah ! Sylvia, this kills me, you yet have ſuch torce, 
You equally wound with Diſdain or Remorle. 

It your Beauty in Tears is ſo Sweet and Divine, 

O ye Gods ! what wilt be whea y'arc joyfully mine! 


My Heat for the War, by thy Love is aflwag'd, 


b 
| 


My Anger is loſt, but my Honour's cngag'd : 
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For thee I ſhall fear cry danger I meer, 

os = for thy ſake I dare ho »he a whole Fleet ; 
Sylvia ſhall be the Reward and the Cure 

R or =2 [ cando, and for all I cadurec, 


0 — I — — __ ry -_ - ——— ———  - —————— 


To Clariza , when ſhe was unkind after ſbe 


bean to Love. 


N? more, bold Thoughts, repine no more z 
She rakes bur what the lent before : 
Such [N rate Debtors none will longer truſt, 

Though the her Favour ne'te reſtore, 


Still fair Clariza's juſt, 


The Merchant Plows no more that Maia 
Where Trouble is his onely Gain : 
In barren Fields no careful Hand will Sow, 
Where Weeds, or nothing ſprings again. 
Juſtly I'm created ſo. 


It Queens bright Rays of Favour dart 
On Objects w there is no Detert, 
latending Mirth, muſt we their Beams contine 2 
Ah n0! ſhe {till commands her Heart, 
And ever Reigns in mine. 


F 
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My dear Clarizs, and the Sun, | 
Enflame whate'er they look apon ; 
Yet are themſelves inſenſible of Heart. 
Wound her, blind God, or quit thy Throne, | 
And own thy Pow'r a Cheat. 7 


Light may forſake the mid-ag'd Day, 
Phebus may Cynthia's Scepter (way ; 
The Stars may fall, ſwift Streams retire as faſt : 


But never can my Paſſan ſtray, ( 
Whilc Earth or Heaven laſt. \ 

If my Clarize will be ſtill unkind, | f 
Te break my Heart, but never change my Mind. | 
| [ 


The Complaint of Venus for her Adonis. 


Ake, my Adonis, wake ; thou ſhalt not die: 
Kind Fate has giv'nme Life for thee and I. 
Oh ! 


Where arc all thy Vows, thy ſecret Wiles * 

Thy pow'rful Frowns, and thy prevailing Smilcs : \ 
In vain, alas ! do Love and Beauty call, 

Thoſe Charms arc gonc, cold Death hasſciz'd 'um all, n 

Yer Death fo lovely in thy Face appears; + 

It feeds my Paſſion, and deludes wy Fears, 


This} 
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| This is that fatal Ruine which I {ear'd, 

When to theſe frighted Eyes thy Ghoſt appear'd ; 
Thy Murder was preſag'd, when Stormy Fove 
Tore the beſt Myrtle from his Sacred Grove. 
This did my pale and wither'd Roſes cell, 
| When from my Golden Shrincs, untouch'd, they tell. 
Too well my Doves thy ditmal Loſs did ſhew, 
When with ſuch heavy Wings they hither flew, 


Oh! tell me where his wandring Spirit's gone : 
What Power ſhall a Goddeſs call upon - 
[a vain poor Lovers at my Alcars ſtay, 
( want that Happineſs for which they pray : 
Death is their Cure, but mine has no Relick 
- [lmmortal is my State, and (o's my Grict. 
Then I will Court my Sorrows, cill chey be 
As dcar as my Adonis was to me. 


__ 
- 
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WW Hen firlt my free Heart was inſpir'd by Dete, 

So ſoft was the Wound, and ſo gencle the Fire 
My Sighs were {6 ſweet, and fo pleaſant the Smart, | 
| pitty'd the Slave that had ne're loſt his Heart, 4 
He chinks himſelf happy, and free, butalas! +» © 
He's far from that Heaven which Lovers poſleſs. 
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In Nature was nothing that I conld compare 

With the Beauty of Cloris, Trhought her ſo Fair ; 

A Wit fo Divine all her Sayings did hill, 

A Goddeſs the icem'd ,, and 1 thought of her ſtilt 
With a Zeal more inflam'd, and a Paſſion more true, 
Than a Martyr ia Flames for Religion can ſhew. 


More Vertues and Graces I found in her Mind. 
Than the Schools can invent, or the Gods c're defign'd, 
She ſeem'd to be mine by each Glance of her Eye, 
If Mortals might aim at a Bleſſing (© high. 
Each day,with new Favours,new Hopes ſhe did give; 
Bur alas ! whar is wiſh'd we too ſoon do believ: C. 


With awful Reſpect whilc I lov'd and admir'd, 
Bur fear'd to ateempt what ſo much 1 defir'd, 
In a Moment my Joys and my Hopes were deſtroy d, 
A Shepherd more daring, fell on and cnjoy'd : 
Yer in {pight of my Fare, and the Pains I endure, 
Ina ſecond Amour I will ſeek for my Cure, 


The Kuine of Ambition. 


$ che ambitious Lark, with wing'd Aſccnt, 


Strives to 0're-top che Airy Elemcnt , 


Long 
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Fondly atrempting, with his weaker Sight, 

| To gaze on the Tliuſtrious Eye of Light , 

Till, in his /wiit amazing Fall, he finds 

The juſt Reward of hig haſpiring Minds ; 

In his roo ncer approach to ch dazling Light, 

Meeting I)ceitruction, where he (ought Delight : 

Somy poor Hear:, miſguided by my Eyes, 

Finds Ruinc, undcr Beauties tweet diſguiſe , 

Gazing too much on your bright Eyes, I find, 

Objccts roo Fair ſtrike che Beholder blind. 
Here muſt the Great Ceſarean Beauties bow, 

And borrow Cupids trom your fairct Brow : 

Thoſe Celebrated Featurcs, whoſe Command 
Our Noblecſt Heroes never cou'd withſtand, 


Maſt to your brighter Exccllence ſubmic, 


And yield their Conquer'd Trophies at your Feet. 

yo docs the Bright Awora put to flight 

Thoſe palcr Luſtrcs which command the Night. 
It you wou'd find the Author, yer unknowa, 

Dre's but your Beauty in a killing Frown, 

And view the (ad Spectators : w hen you fec 

A Facc o're-ſpread.with Death, that ſame is he. 
You necd not muſe my Penance to invent x 

For, ina my Crime I meet my Puniſhment : 

The Flames of hopclets Love, conceal'd Deſire, 

Deſtroy ſecurely, like a ſecret Fire : 

Mine muſt be always hid , too well I know 

Wiattomy Duty, and your Worth I owe. 
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When Ixion vain ambitious Thoughts allow'd, 

For Heav'ns great Goddeſs, he embrac'd a Cloud ; 
Inſtructing all in proper Spheres to move, 
Where to Adore, and where they ought to Love. 


= -_ 


Anagram on his Valcntinc, 


TOme Ladics Painted are, 

k Elſe wou'd their Faces art ye : 
My Yalentine is Fair, 

AC MIRASINE ARTE. 


Doubtful in her Firft Love. 


I, 


Orbcar, beloved Thoughts, while ſhe's ſo nigh : 
Not that the'World can give a Theme 
More welcom, or more dcar, 
Than her. 
But Silence, when my Toys arc ſwell'd fo high, 


2, Hence, 


[Though full of Thoughts, ſeems an ingratctul Dream, 
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2. 
Hence, dull Pierides | Apollo, hence ! 
Your In(pirations are too low, 
Too heavy to impart 
My Heart : 
From fair Clariz4's Nobler Influence 
Far more enthuſtaſtick Raprures flow, 


J. 
All that's Divincly Good, all chat is Fair, 
(As Shades the brighter Subſtance ſhow) 
Clariza by her Rays 
Diſplays : 
Thole ſcatter'd Beams in her united are, 
Which form a thouſand Beaurics where they grow. 


4+ 
So Miſers, in their daz'ling Treaſures, find 
The ſubject of their Joys, and Fears , 
Since they that Happineſs 
Poſleſs, 
W hich all admire, and wiſh, where it appears. 
Happy Philandey ! if ſhe ſtill prove kind : 
Kings may, with envy, wiſh to be (o bleſt ; 
But none can merit Heav'n, though ſome poſlels'c. 
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A SONG at the King's-Hon(y, 


Hy ſhould a fooliſh Marriage-Yow, 
W hich long ago was made, 
Oblize us to cach other now, 
When Paſſion is decay'd * 

We lov'd, and we lov'd, as long as we cou'd, 

Till our Love was loy 'd out in us both : 
Bur our Marriage is dead, when the Pleaſyre js fled : 
7 'T was Plcaſure firſt made it an Oath, 


If I have Pleaſures for a Fricnd, | 
And further Joys in ſtorc, 
W hat wrong has he whoſe Joys did end, 
And who can give no more * 
'Tisa madneſs that he ſhou'd be jcalous of me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of anothcr, 
When all we can gain, is to give our {clvcs pain, 
And ncither can hinder the ochcr. 
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—q- STEP a 
INVITATION to ENFJO TMENT. 


The Neweſt Song, 


Ome in, my Amyntas, at length let us prove 
The various Delights and Enjoyments of Love; 
No longer ſhall Honour, III Humour, or Pride 

.bar me of Pleaſures that others have try'd. 
«<0 often thoſe Tyrants have (cnt thee away, 
When, alas ! my AﬀeRion has call'd thee to ſtay ; 
| And as I lay fainting and dying alone, 


| repcnted, too late, of the In'ury done. 


To Yexus I vow'd, inthe midit of my pain, 

That I'de never deny my Amyntas again : 

Then welcom, kind Shepherd, and welcom this Hour 

| Torcliſt I have neither the will nor the power : 

Our Bodics in amorous Wreaths we'll entwine, 

And while thou art ſending thy Soul into mine, 
Like Swans we will ling, and will prove at our death, 
That our laſt is0ur ſweeteſt and plealanteſt Breath, 


SANG. 
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SONG, 


(Y all che Brisk Dames, Myſſalina for me , 


For I love not a Woman unlcis ſhe be free. 
The Aﬀection that I ro my Miſtreſs do pay, 
Grows weary, unleſs ſhe do mect it halt way. 
There can be no Pleaſure till Humours do hit ; 
And jumping's as good in Aﬀection as Wir. 


No ſooner I came, but ſhe lik'd me as ſoon , 

No ſooner I ask'd, but ſhe granted my Boon ; 

And without a Preamble of Portion or Joynture, 

She promis'd ro meet me where ere I'de appoint her: 
Sowe ſtruck up a Match, and embraced cach other, 
Without the Conſent of a Father or Mother, 


Then a Pox o the Lady thar's peeviſh and coy 

Le: her envy the Pleaſure that we do enjoy , 

Ler her tickle her Fancy with ſecret Delight, 

And rctuſe all the Day, what ſhe longs for at Night : 
Tle believe Meſſalina, who ſwears they are mad 
That will feed on dry Bones, when the Fleſh myy 

[ ha 
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A SONG. 


Hen 1 think of my Phillis, I feel 
Such a Paſſion which grieves me within, 


That it nips all my Joys, 
And the ple ure deſtroys, 

When to bloſlom ut does but begin. 
When I fear how unkind ſhe may prove, 
And requite my true Love with Diſdain, 

I doalmoſt deſpai, 
| That I ever ſhall ſhare 
In that Love which ſo cauſes my Pain. 


—_Y oh 
- . 


Then I figh, and I mourn, while 1 think 
W hat a Bleſſing for him is defign'd, 
In whoſc Boſom ſhall reſt, 
By his Deſtiny bleſt, 
Fair Phillis, ro me fo unkind. 
How I cnvy his happy Eſtate, 
That with Phillis ſhall take ſuch Delight ! 
No Riches nor Trcaſure 
x Can buy ſuch a Pleaſure, 
As kiſſing of Phillis all Night, 


But again when I think of his Heart, 

What an innocent Paſhon it bcars, 

Then my Hopcs do aygmeat, 
Tomy [oy and Content, 

T hat they quite do aboliſh my Fears, 
'Thca I think what a Pleaſure 'twill be, 1 
W hen to Love ſhe converts her Diſdain : 

There's no Pleaſure above, 
Like the Rapturc of Love, 


As no Torment can cqual its Pain, 
Oh! how happy my ſclf I cſtecm, \ 
There to Rcign the truc Lover aloac, G 
Without Rival for pare F 
Of my Philly's Heart, 7 
Which with triumph will all be my own. 
Sure no Happincls c're can cxcell, 7 
No, nor equal this Pleature of mine, T 
For to have one whalc Face, 
Whoſe Perſon, and Gracc, \ 


Like the Sun, docs all others out-thine. 
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Hile Alex:s lay preft in her Arms he lov'd beſt, 
With his Hands round her Neck, and his Head 
[on ker Breaſt 
He found the ficrce Pleaſure too haſty to ſtay, 
And his Soul in the Tempeſt juſt Ayung away. 


When Celia ſaw this, with a Sigh anda Kils, 
She cry'd, 0h, my Dear | 1 am robb'd of my Blifs, 
Tis unkind to your Love, and unfanhfully done, 
Toleave mt behind you, and die all alone. © 


The Youth, though in haſte, and breathing his laſt, 
I pity dy'd ſlowly, while the dy'd more faſt : 

Till atlength ſhe cry'd, Now, my Dear, now let us 20; 
Now die my Alexis, and 1 wilt die too, 


Thus Entranc'd they did lie, till Alexis did try 

Torecoyer new Breath, that again he mighrdie. 

Then often they dy'd ; but the more they did fo, 

The Nymph dy'd more quick, and che Shepher more 
{ſlow, 
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\ 
A New CATCH, 
E jolly, my Friend ; | 


For the Money we ſpend 
& On Women and Wine, to our ſclvcs we do lend : 
The Ladics Embraces, 
And our Carbuncl'd Faces, 
Wil gag us more Credit, than the Mvuſes,or the Graces, 


_ Sirrah, be quicker, 
Hh bring. us more Liquor ; 
| We ] —_ __ todo with Phyſician, or Vicar: - |_ 


warh our Bowls, 
-Bell Toles, 
| And of no ſuch Quacks with our Bodies or Souls, 


—— — 


A SONG, N 


: [" Arcwel, fair Armeaa, my Joy and my Grietk ; 
| 1 In 


vain I have Lov'd you, and find no Relict : 
by your Vertue, too ſtrict and ſevere, 
"Xour Eyes gave me Love, and you gave me Dubs 
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Now, call'd by my Honour, I ſeek, with Contene; 
Fate which in pity you wou'd not prevent - 
; r To languiſh in-Love, were to hind by delay 
A Death, that's more welcom the ſpeedieſt way, 


2. 
Seas, and in Battels, in Rullers and Fire, 
he Danger is 1Þſs than in Hopcleſs Deſire. 
y Deaths Wound you gave me, though ſaPoff I bear 
y Face from your ſight, not to coſt you a Tear, 
ut if che kind Flood on a Wave ſhould convey, 
\. And under your Window my Body ſhould lay, 
The Wound on my Bregſt when you happen to ſee, 
You'll ſay with a Sigh, —7t was given by me. 


# . -i3VL 
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The ANSWER. 


3 Lame not your Armeds, nor call her yourgrief; + - 
-1 DD) "Twas Honour, not ſhe, chat deny'd you Relicf, 
Pouſe not her Vertue, nor call ic ſevere , 
Vho loves without Honour, muſt meet with Deſpair. 
ow prompted by Pity, I truly lamear 
$ad mourn for your Fall, which I cou'd noc prevent. 
+ tug pays your Bloud ſhould defray _. 
The Expence of a Face, though ſo noble a way.  ©* 
3. | 
df 
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2. 
On Scas and in Baetels, that you did expire, 
Was th' ctfe&t of your Valour, not hopeleſs Deſire : 
Of the Fame you acquir'd, I greedily hear, 
And gricve when I think thart ir coſt you ſodear. 
And when dilmal Fare did your Body conycy 
By my Window, your Funcral Rites for to pay, 

I figh that your Fatc I could not reverlc, 

And all my kind Wiſhes I ſtrew on your Herlc, 


- 
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A New SONG. 


WE firſt I ſaw Marcelia's Eyes, 
Oh, how ſhe did enflave me ! 
She won my Heart by kind ſurprizc 

In ev'ry Look ſhe gave me - 
Dying before her Face I ſtood, 

And fix'd minc Eycs upon her, 
Reſolv'd ro Sacrifice my Blood 

A Debt ro her Vertuc and Honour. 


Ar laſt (thought I) 'tis po ſuch Fault, 
So nobly to adventuyc : 

He that a Fort darcs not Aſſault, 
Can ne're expect to cater, 


T bluſk 


(831) 


I bluſh'd, and ſtrait betray'd my Pain, 
By ſtriving co conceal it : 

*She an{wering in a Bluſh again, 

Did (ccm to reply, ſhe wou'd heal ir, 


And oh ! fo ſweet a way ſhe found 
To cure the Hurt ſhe gave me, 
That then I ſtrove ny lelt to wound, 
That pretty ſhe might ſave me. 
She oft her kind Affiſtance lent, 
And prov 'd her ſelf che ſtronger, 
Till cv'ry crop 0: Blood I'd fpent, 
And then the cou'd wound me no longer. 


— 


To my Inz:nious Friend. 
Sir ROBERT SPRIGNELL Baronet, 
Having [ten his Engraving in Glaſs. 


N Vain I ſcratch my Head, or bite my Quill , 
I can admire, bur not commend your Skill : 

Your Pencil does all Proſe and Verſe out-do, 
Engraving Poems, and Orations too. 
Firgil and Tally never brou2 hr eo pals 
[In Paper- Volumes, what you write in Glais, 
Your Art is Chromeles Anatomie, 
And all Hiſtorians arc, that can bur ſee. 


G Thus 
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Thus you grow ſo luxuriant, as to pleaſe 
Artiſts with Skill, and duller Brains with Eaſe. 
Dark, and Feyptian Hreroglyphicks, drawn 
By you, wou'd to perſpicuous Clearneſs dawn. 
Your Di'mond moſt appears in things moſt dark, 
And now.is Flame, that was before a Spark. 
Deſpair, thoſe greafic Limners, that do toy 
Todawba Face, and paint a Noſe or Eye , 
They, by injurious want of Skill, do ſpoil 
Good Features, by their Colours, and their Oy! : 
But you have Nature with ſuch Beauty deck't, 
As if you did not Copy, but Corre& , 
And an inimitable Wir have ſhewn, 
Tranſparent, as is that it works upon , 
You do, what others but attempt, on Braſs, 
Writing Ercrnal Monuments in Glaſs, 


— OO R@—O CO ————_— — — Inn ore ———_ >>> __ —— - 


The REL APSE: A SONG. 


Ba x a ww c-t 


Ow ofren have I bid Deftance, in vain, 


How oft have T laugh'd, when I heard Men complain, 
That their Miſtreſs unkind, or inconſtant did prove * 
Yet, Do what we can, or ſay what we liſt, 

Love is 4 Paſſion which none can reſiſt. 


To the little Boy Cupid, to Beauty, and Love 2 þx, 


yY 
ſ 


uf 
\F 
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If the Lady's unkind whom we zcalouſly Love, 
Perhaps we may wiſh that we never had ſcen her 
Yer we commonly find, her Denials do prove 
Bur a Whetſtone to make our Aﬀections the keener : 
For, Do what we can, or ſay what we liſt, 
Love is a Paſſion which none can reſiſt, 


But he whoſe Aﬀections do find a Return, 
When his Shcpherdefſs kindly cmbraceth her Dore, 
When a mutual Flame in cach other docs burn, 
How gladly will fuch a Maa joyn in the Chor | 
That, Do what we can, or ſay what we lift, 
Love is a Faſfion which none can reſit, 


Cs mens a>: _ OO OC — ———————— a _—_—_—— 


An Hymeneal to Mr, W. P. 


S Rivulers nor give nor take delight, 
Till ina larger Body they unite ; 

but, by degrees, do ſteal thcir crooked Courſe, 
While mighticr Torrents make their way by force : 
tyn ſo your Joys, which but in Streams began, 
Vere faint, till they became an Occan. 
bt now they are complcar, and what before 
Was pent in narrow Banks, now knows no Shore, 

all chat's good (Great P.) atrend your Throne 
nm may you ncver live to Reign alone, 
G 2 Madam, 
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Madam, may you your Bridegroom ſtill poſſeſs ! 
You cannot covert more, nor merit leſs. 


— —_— . — — 


To Dorinda, on her various Humor s. 


HR chequer'd is your Facc with Frowns,& Smiles 
Sometimes it Conqiers, ſometimes ir Beguiles - 
I'm Courted, or Compell'd, 'twixt Love, and Fear, 
To be your Captive, or your Volunticr - 
Each Humour, Action, Poſt ire, wins my Heart , 
Your Nature does excecd all others Art. 
When you arc angry with me, you but ſhew 
How you oblige me, when you are nor fo: 
Your Apri/-Brow is dappl'd, and you arc 
An Heaven intermix'd with Cloud, and Fair : 
And there, while you Bo-pcep your Sun by turns, 
The Sublunary World nor ſterves, nor burns. 


To his Cruel Miſtreſs. 


| | "Ss how you'd ldame the Gods, if they 
T 


Shou'd laugh, while youdevoutly pray , 
thiak what Cruclry you ſhew, 


w—F > Ad. 


KG XA T#4au. ic... 


Still co reje&t my Off ring to, 


Ne're was a Heart with more Devotion ſent, 
Yer never Sacrifice gave cſs content, 


Perhars I fare the worſe, becau'e 

I duticully kcey your Laws , 

And cou'd I diſobcdicnt be, 

Perhaps you'd thew lefs Cruelty : 
Burt [le cndare a worle tormented Mind, 
Rather tian fin ſo high to make you kind, 


For I can't chuſe but love you till , 

Or had I Pow'r, I want a Will - 

Yet all the Recompence I e&rave, 

Is, that your Pity I may have: 
So will our diff rent Paſſions equal prove ; 
For your leaſt Piry's worth my greateſt Love. 


To Chloris in hs Sickreþ, 
A SONG. 


( YEa'e, Cloris, ceaſe to wonder why 
4 My Check's fo pale, ſodim my Eye, 
Admire no more my ſhortned Breath, 
No more forecel m' approaching Death : 
For now it onely lics in you 
To make your Omen falic, or true. 
G3 


From 
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From the Phyſician you in vain 
Inquire the Nature of my Pain ; 
In vain yon weep , for, when you pleaſc, 
You, onely you can give me calc: 

And none will think you truly gricvc 
For one you carc not to relieve. 


By mcaner Paſhons you endure 
W hat by a nobler you may cure: 
Change bur your Pity into Love, 
And ſo the Cauſc in both remove. 
Thus, by a ſtrange Recovery, 
You'l clicat the W orld, your ſclf, and me. 


Deftance to his Miſtreſs. 
X A $ 0 N G, 


Er Fortune and Phillis frown. if they pleaſc, | 

I'le no more on their Deitics call, 
Nor trouble the Faces , bur le oive my l(clf caſc, 

And bc happy, in ſpight of 'um all. 
I will have my Phils, 
If Ionce goabout her ; 
Ovit TI have 1 nor, 

Tle live better without her. 


(89) 
And now, what-c're I write, I can commend ; 
You, Madam, have Indited what I've Penn'd : 
Tcisnot mine, if any Praiſe bedue , 
For all Men muſt write well, that write of you. 
Poets may drink of Helicon, and climb 
Parnaſſus ewi-tork'd Top to fetch a Rhyme 
But whoſoever dreams of you, ſhall be 
A'Randolph or a Cowley inſtantly. 
I wou'd commend you , but you ſo abound 
In Worth, that Fanicy is not loſt, but drown'd. 
Nature has ſav'd you the Expence of Art, 
And giv'n you All, what others have in Parr. 
Shou'd I cndeavour to applaud your Wit, 
I, by my Folly, ſhou'd bur leflen ir. 
The way to praiſe your Voice, is to be dumb, 
And hear it ting its own Encominm : 
Your Face is Fancy, and your Eyesare Flame ; 
There's Wir in ev'ry Letter of your Name. 
Burt hold ! in vain I ſtrive to ſet you forth , 
For all that know your Perſon, know your Worth. 


_—_————— 
— ———— 


| 


1 
| 
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The RECOVERY: A SONG. 


I. 
Muſt confeſs, not many Ycars ago, 
'Twas death when-e're my Miſtreſs anſwer'd No: 
Then I was ſubje to her Female Yoke, 
And ſtood or feltby c'ry Word ſhe ſpoke - 
But now I find th' Intreagues of Love to be 
Nought bur the Follics ot our Infancy. 


_._——THY 


I 2» 


> ene 


3. 
T can a Rich, or Handſom Lady Court, 
Either for my Convenience, or for Sport , 
But if the one be Proud, or t'other Coy, 
I cannot break my Sleep for ſuch a Toy : | 
My Heart is now for all Aſlaults prepar'd, An 
And will not be commanded, or caſnar'd. 


W 
3. dor 

No Eunuch can more unconcern'dly brook 
The Glances of the moſt bewitching Look : Dh 
F Yetif my Mi be wantonly cnclin's, Pi 
f None can be more obliging, none more kind. nc 
En oyment now has taught me how to prizc I; 


W hat onely they that know nor, Idolize, S 
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A SONG in CHARLES the Eighth. 


I. 
H, Love! it ere thou'lt caſe a Heart 
That owns thy Pow'r Divine, 
That bleeds with thy too cruel Dart, 
And pants with never-ceafing (marr, 
Take pity now on mine, 
Under the Shades I fainting lye, 
Athoulſand times I wiſh to dic ; 
[Bur when I find cold Earth too nigh, 
| I grieveto loſe my pleaſing Pain, 
And call my Withes back again. 


= 


| 
And thus as I fate all alone | 
I th' ſhady Myrtle Grove, | 
When to each gentle Sigh and Moan 
dome neighb'ring Echo gave a Groan, 
| Came by the ManlT love. 
Dh ! how I ſtrove my Grief to hide ! | 
Lye bluſh'd, and almoſt dy'd, 
nd did each ratling Echo chide, 
For tear ſome Breath of moving Air 
Shou'd to his Ears my Sorrow bear, 
4 3: And 
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2. 
And oh, ye Powers | I'de die to gain 
Bur one poor parting Kils : 
Ard yet Idc be on Wracks of Pain, 
E'reI'de one Thought or With retain 
W hich Honour thinks amis. 
Thus are poor Maids unkindly us'd, 
By Love, and Nature both abus'd, 
Our tender H-arts all Eaſc rcfus'd : 
And, v.hcn we burn with ſecret Flame, 
Muſt bcar the Grict, or dic with ſhame. 


ACATCH. 


Ome,lay by your Carcs,and hang up your Sorrow ; 
zDriak on, ke's a Sort that c're thinks of to morrow. 
Good ſtorc ot good Claret ſupplies e'ry thing, 

And the Man that is drunk, is as greg as a King, 


Let none at Misfortunes or Loſſes repinc, 

B:it cake a full Doſe of the [uyce o: the Vine. 

Diſcaſcs and Troubles arc ne're to be found, 

B.:t in the damn'd Place where the Gla(s goes not round, 
el * 

Tit 
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[ The CHALLENGE: 4A SONG. 


O, filly Cupid, rry again, 
Thou ſpend'ſt thy Arrows all in vain ; 
For help unto thy Mother call : 
Thy teeble Bow, and feebler Arms, 
With all chy little Female Charms, 
W ound not, nor move my Heart at all. | 


- | Let the Platonick take delight 
In blooming Red, or ſnowie W hite , 
Or fancy Darts in Womens Eyes : 
Let him a handſom Face adore, 
And (ay his Prayers toa W hore , 
Ile ſcorn what he does Idolize. 


Then, Haughty Madams, lay afide 

Your Diſtance, Peeviſhnels, and Pride ; 
We lend the Scepter yoo do {way : 

And though you proudly domineer, 

While Virgins, yet it will appear, 

When marry'd once, youmult Obey. 
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_—— 


BRAT DSA 


Sung to the KING on His Birth-Day. 
I 6 72, 


wn A ©”. SS DAY. 24 


WH Hen from his Throne the Perſian God diſplaics, 
pon the Frozen World, his welcom Rays, 

hg w Falth his auſpicious Heat, diſplace 

The {ad Effects of Wiater's cold Embrace , 

The gratetul Earth her kind Reliever grccts 

With all her Wealth, her Beauty, and her Sweets, 

And does, cach Night, his tedious abſcnce mourn, 

Laying her Glorics up till his Return, 


, 2. 
The Watry Gods do, from their new-thaw'd Streams, 
With moiſt'ning Vapours mcet his thirſty Beams : 
All things in Nature gladly ſeem to pay 
A grateful Tribure, in their ſevcral way. 
Then may Great C;A$SAR, whom juſt Heav'n by Birth 
And Merit has Proclaim'd A God on Earth, 
To whom his proudeſt Foe for Pity bows, 
_ Pardon my Errors, and accept my Vows, 


3. Your 


It 
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53 . 
Your Gracious Bounty was the Eaſtern Star 


| [That led me from the depth of ſad Deſpair. 


May Heav'n cach fying Hour your Wealth reſtore ! 

And may You Reign till Time it ſelt's no more ! 

Your Smiles enrich me, and are ſweeter far, 

Than Lovers think the Smiles of Beauty are ; 
Beauty, that pow'rful Queen of Gads, and Men, 
The ſweeteſt SubjeR ot the Thoughts, or Pen. 


4+ 
| May Your enlarged Empire's Bounds be known 
|But by the Center, and all-ſceing Sun ! 
May cach ſucceeding Minute {wittly bring 
A thouſand Bleſſings on its nimble Wing ! 
Bencath Your Feet may all Your Foes attend ! 
May all Your Wiſhes in Fruition end ! 

May all Your Sub'icfts in my Wiſhes joyn, 


| _ - — — 


Love in an Unequal State. 


To place, in ſuch a Body, ſuch a Mind. 
hy did ſhe thus inſtru me to adore 
te that's ſo Great, ſince I deſerve no more * 


And fcrve You with more Pow'r, but Hearts like 
ſmine! 


Hart ſwelling Thoughts have I * Nature's unkind,” 


How 
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How ſhall I dare to ſhew 
The Paſſion I doundergo : 
Or, if I do, what Anſwer ſhall I gain * 
Alas | (you'l ay) Poor fully Swain, 
Wou' dt be 4 King * ? Firſt learn to Rule the Plain, 


, 


For, if you give me leave my Suit romove, 
"Twill fobbingly come our, 
W hereas my narrow Heart's t00 ſinall an Ifle 
Toecntertain the Joys of one poor Smile ; 
And ſhou'd you kindly (p ak, 
'Twou'd, like 2 Bubble, (well, . break : 
And ſhou'd your Eye dart in a kinder Ray, 
And but one Beam of Love diſplay, 
It wou'd, like Light'ning, mele my Soul away. 


3” 
Theae is a ſtrange Dilemma in my Fate, 
I muſt not Love, ana yet I cannot Hate , 
I ſhall, in cither Paſſion, give Offence , 
The one is Sin, the other Imp udencc : 
Yet I have this way found 
T' allay the torment of my Wound ; 
Since my too ſawcy Paſhon you neglect, 
Ile find out one whom you attect, 


And ſo, by Proxy, pay you my Reſpect. 


[de have you love : 


me oy wo 
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Advice to Clclia. 


I, 

H, Clrlia, forbcar to infult any more, adore 
Leſt you tcach me roflight, whom you taught to 
For you'l loſe your Deſign, ſhou'd your pecvith Diidain 

Recover a Heart which your Lcaoty has flain , 
You'l confe(s that your Art has your Nature beguil 'd, 
When you heal, with a Frown, all the W rounds you 
| have (mil'd. 


. 
_ 


The Flames which your iKindneis at frſt did create, 
Need now 10 Incentives ot Anger, or Hate , 
For I find that my Heart _ morc readily Bow 
Tothe Darts of your Eyc,than the ſtorms of your Brow: 
And while I ſee nothing but Terrors of Hell, 
I lcarn but the way t De: pair, and Rebell. 


I. 
Then, Cl:!:a, to compatſs the Fate you've delign'd, 
lf you cannot be Jul, do but icem to be Kind ; 

For the beſt, and the ccrtainc(t ay tO be crucl, 

Is to heighten my Flame, by cncrcafing the F nel; 
And when you perceive 'tis ſufficiently blown, 
Withdraw buc your (elf, I ſhall periſh alone. 
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A RANT again} MARRIAGE. 


E that Marrics a Girl that's Fair, 
Though he be Horn'd, he nced not deſpair, 

$ long as his Cuckolding Wife rakes care 

By damning her ſclf, to ſave him. 

But he that has Wedded an ugly Whore, 
Runs every day in the Devil's Score , 
He has one Hell on Earth, and another in ſtore , 
Old Nic# las will certainly have him. 


For, in truth, all that are Marry'd, are bubbl'd, 

When Batchclors have their Advantage doubl'd , 

For they have the Pleaſure, and never are troubl'd 
With a Wife, or a Child, to care for : 

And when with Sorrow their Hearts are ſunk, 

They maygoto the Tavern, and bedrunk, 

And never be dogg'd by a Bircherly Punk, 

To ask them why, or wheretore, 
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A DIALOGU EZ between Infortunio, Time, and 
Death. 


Made to be Sung at the Academy in St. Bartho- 
lomew-Lanc. 


If. Time | thy Wings are wet,thy Feet are Lead- 
O cruel Death | ſhew thy relieving Head. 
Time, Who's he that calls, to ſtop my winged Courſe 2 
Death, W hat hardy Mortal challenges my Force £ 
Art thou not in a Sweat, now I appear * 
lf. O no: Pray' Tim: fit down , pray* Death draw near : 
| have a ſmall Requeſt ro beg. Dea. Say 0a z 
| Speak boldly. Ti. And weak quickly, or I'm gone. 


of. I lov'd a Lady oace Ti, Fond Man, I vow 
I cannot ſtay to hear Love-ſtorics now. 
Pea. Fool that thou art, to trouble me in vain : 
Let the ſame Dart chat hurt thee, eaſe thy Pain. 
lf. Incxorable, cruel, and unkind ! 
Will ncither Time nor Death releaſe my Mind ? | 
Muſt I yet live more Days * T7. Encreaſe thy Tears , 
I reckon not thy Lite by Days, bur Years. 
ef. This Dagger, ſure, ſome Comfort will afford. . 
A Vi. Thou canſt do nothing, tull I fay the Word. 
or thou, that for Clarizs our woud'ſt dic, 
t live ſolong, to hate her M i 
| 8 H 2 wht. Tof. Thou 
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Inf. Thouly'ſt, falſe Tongue,thou ly'ſt , and henceforth 
None live in pain,but thoſe that will do ſo, [knoy, 


The Valiant their own Happineſs create, [ late, 
Thus, thus I go; and thus, injurious Slaves, 
Tle triumph over you at Lovers Graves. 


CHORUS. 
Then muſt we together yield, 


While Conſtant Lovers win the Field : 


Dea. Hold, hold thy Hand. Inf. No, you ſha} ice, too 


They that faithful are till death, | 
Conquer at their lateft Breath ;, | 
And, though thetr Bodies be disjoyn'd, 

Thetr Sol; a greater Bliſs will find , 
Bliſs Eterual, when they come 

To Marry in Elizium, 


— — DO ——_—_—_— — — ——— — — | — « Bu | 


Ot miſerable mc, 
Hark how he groans, look how he pants for Breath, 


How hollow and how dim they be | 


A Mournful Sone, A 


H 

on the ſad Day, Ti 

When Friends ſhall ſhake their Heads, and (ay,|;, 
S 


+... See bow he ſtruggles with the Pangs of Death - T] 
When oe ſhall ſay of theſe dear Eyes, W 


1 
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Mark how his Breaſt does ſwell and riſe ; 
nth Aeainſt his Potent Enemy : 
MWhen ſome old Friend ſhall ſtep to my Bed-ſide, 
Touch my chill Face, and thence ſhall gently flide 
_ And when his next Companions lay, 
How does he do ? What — 3 ? Shall curn away, 

Anſwering onely with a litt-up Hand, 

Who, who can his Fate withſtand ! 

Then ſhall a Gafp or two do more 

Than all my Rher'rique cou'd before, 
Perſwade the World totrouble me no more. 


ASONG. 


He Nymph that undoes me, is Fair, and Unkind ; 
ad No leſs than a Wonder by Nature defign'd : 
She's the Griet of my Heart, the Joy of my Eye, 

And the Cauſe of a Flame that never candie, 


Her Mouth. from whence Wit ſtill obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiful Bluſh, and the Smell of the Role. 
Love, and Deſtiny beth attend on her Will ; 

She wounds with a Look, with a Frown ſhe can kill. 


Cad 


The deſperate Lover muſt hope no Redrels, 
Where Beauty and Rigour arc both in excels : Ia 
H 3 10 
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In Sylviathey meet ,, ſo unhappy am T: | 
Who ſees her, muſt love her , who loves her, muſt die 


, —"w—_— 


A SONGC, 


Hear up, my Mates, the Wind does fairly blow: 
Clap on more Sail, and never (pare : 
Farewel, all Lands , for now we are 

In the wide Seca of Drink , 
And merrily, merrily, mcrrily we go. 
Bleſs me ! *tis hot : Another Bowl of Win, 
And we ſhall cut the Burning Line, 
Hey Boys ! ſhe {cuds away : 
And by my Head, I know, 
We round the World are Sailing now. 
W hat dull Men are thoſe that tarry at home, 
When abroad they might wantonly roam, 
And gain ſuch Experience, and ſpice t09 
Such Countries and Wonders as I do : 
But prethee, good Pilor, 
Take heed what you do, 
And fail not to touch at Pers : 
With Gold there the Veſlel we'l ore, 
And never, never be poor z 
No, never bc poor any more. 


| I could not extinguiſh the Flame. 
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A SONG atthe DUKE'S-HOUSE, in the 
Citizen turn'd Gentleman. 


iſh all Night 
|| AnFhet all the Mt 
And much to be pity'd I am: 


E'rc fince your bright Eyes 
My Heart did ſurprize, 


But ſince you have known 
My Heart was your own, 
Though betore you were kind, 
Now cruel y'are grown. 

It ſo cruel you prove 

To the Man that does Love, 
Ah, Phillis | what Fate, 

Alas! is reſerv'd 
For the Wretch that you Hate, 


rm _ 
CIT _ _ — TDD o—_ TE emm—_—_— 
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A DIALOGUE between Sorrow, and One 
Afﬀiaed. 


Afi. Sorrow,Sorrow, (ay, where doſt thou dwell ? 
Sor, In the loweſt Room of Hell. 
H 4 AM. Arc 
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Afi. Art thon born of Humane Race 7 
Sor. No, no, I have a Furial Face. 


- 


Aﬀt. Art thou of Ci ity, Town, or Court : 

Sor. I to cv'ry Place rclorr, 

Al. W hy, O wh iy 
Into the Wort: 

Sor. Men athicted beſt Repent, 

Afi. W hat doſt thou feed on £ 


Was Sorrow (cnt < 


Sor. Broken Slcep. 7 
Af. What tak'ſt thou plcaſure i1 * 
Sor. To wcep. 


To {ob, to pinc, tO groan, 

To wring my Hands, and fir alone. 
Af. When, O when ſhall Sorrow quict have: 
Sor. Never, nevcr, never, 

Never till the find a Grave 


ENJOYMENT. 


A SONG atihe KING'S HOWUST. 


Qo clo cly, cloſcly preſt 


In his Clymena's Arms young Damon lay, 
Panting, in that Tranſport ſoe o'rc-blck, 
He ſecm'd jult ready, juſt to dic away. 


Clymen 


1 


. 
- 


| 
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| Clymena bcheld him with amorous Eyes, 
| And thus, berwixt NE and Kiſſing, the crics, 


Oh, make not ſuch haſte to be Tone : 
'Tis too much unkind, 
Whilſt I ſtay behind, 

For you to be dying alone, 


This made the Youth, now drawing to his end, 
The happy Moment of his Death ſuſpend : 
Bur with ſo great a pain 
His Soul he did retain, 
That with himſelf he feem'd ar ſtrife, 


| Whether toler our Love, or keep in Life. 


Then ſhe, whoalrcady was haſting todeath, 
Said ſoftly, and trembling, and all out of breath, 
O now, my Love, now let ws g0; 
Die with me, Damon, now; for I die too. 
Thus dy'd they , but 'twas of ſo ſweet a death, 
That fo todic again, they took new Breath. 


A SONG. 


L 
7 Ou Powers that guard Love's pleaſant Throne, 
Y And guide our Paſſions by your own, 

Send down, ſend down that Golden Dart 
That makes two Lovers wear one Hearr. 


2. Sol- 
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2. 
Sollicite Yenws that her Doves, 
Which through their Bills tranſlate their Loves, 
May tcach my tender Love, and I, 
To Kiſs intoa Sympathy. 


3. 
Pray Cupid, if it be no Sin 
*Gainſt Nature, for tomake a Twin 
Of our two Souls, that th' others Eyes 
May ſce Death cozen'd, when one dies, 


Fa 
If, O ye Powers, you can implore 


Thus much from Love, know from your ſtore 
Twoamorous Turtles ſhall be freed, 
Which yearly on your Altar blecd. 


— 


I ———_—___ — — — 


An HTMENEAL to my Dear Friend 
Ar, P. H. 


[| Ive (Jolly Youth) live ever, and poſleſs 

4 Morethana World of real Happineſs. 
The Exftern Vitor, Hercules, nor Drake, 

E'rc (aw the Wealch of which thou doſt parcake : 
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Thy wandring Eye, and unconfined Hand, 
Shall find out a moſt pleaſant, unknown Land ; 
| Where, in thy cafic Travels, thu ſhalt know 
No Alps, but thoſe of ſoft, and warmer Snow ; 
Bencath whoſe Brow a fruitful Valley lies, 
That yields to fading Pleaſure freſh Supplies - 
Thy tainting Spirits there ſhall find recruit, 
From various, pleaſant, unforbidden Fruit ; 
Paſſing the Night in ——_ Slumbers, where 
Danger and Sorrow happy Strangers arc. 
Thy modeſt Bride no longer can with-hold 
Her Precious Stones, and her Refined Gold : 
Bur as yave ſeen the baſhful Damask-Roſe, 
| Sheall her Sweets will with a Bluſh diſcloſe , 
| Which, while the dark and friendly Night conceals, 
| Theflowing Blood into its Channel ſteals. 
Thus, in cach other bleſt, you ſhall enjoy 
Pleaſure enough to fill, bur not to cloy : 
| Whilewe, = love ſootr, ſo long in vain, 
. | Orof ourStars, or Miſtreſſes complain, 
And learn your endleſs Pleaſure to admire, 
W hich we can ncyer hope for, nor defire. 
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Inequality of Fortune, 


Hl ts, how long, how long, indced ! 
i id I my pamper'd Fancy feed, 
With hopes of ſach an happy Stat, 
Asall Mens Envy might create * 

How often has your rip'ned Love, 

For Grearncſs, and Precedence ſtrove 2 
Who then has taught you todiſown 
The Flames you have o lately blown : 


Ler not Increaſe of Wealth invade 
The Solemn Vows your Love has made: 
Nor ler divided Happineſs, 

Grown great in you, in me grow lels : 

For though old Milers think it fic 


Capid to Pluto (hou'd ſubmit, 
vers ſhou'd know no other Gage, 
But Parity in Lovc and Age. 


i —  A<— i nee 
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LOVERS thur nn TOKMENTORS, 


For the Academy in St. Bartholomew-Lane. 


Y me! Whara fad Fate 
We hapleſs Lovers to our (elves create ! 
Inſtructing ev'ry flying Hour 
How to torment, by giving it the Power ! 
We willing Pris'ners are become, 
And yet complain of Martyrdom, 
Talking of Torments not to be cndur'd ; 
And yet have tondly got the Trick 
Of bcing Sick \ 
On purpolec to be Cur'd, | 


CORUS, 
Then let us be juit, and let us be wiſer , 
If our Miſtreſs be coy, we ſhow'd learn to deſpiſe her : 
'Tis 4 folly to burn, 
When we find no Returs x, 
'Tis childiſh to cry, 
And 4 madneſs to die : 
Then let us be juſt, and let us be wiſe? 1 
If our Miſtreſs be coy, we ſhou'd learn to daſpiſe wr © 
Vai 


—— ——— — 
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Vainly w'expole our ſelves 
ToSeas, to Storms, to Rocks, and Shelves , 
Yet guileleſs Women bear the blame, 
As it from them a Lovers Shipwrack came. 
Whereas, alas ! there's none but knows 
By what degrees his Paſſion grows, 
Andcan An or Abſence, whenloe'te he pleaſe, 
Stifle the JRcggons glowing Fire 
is Delire, 
And cure his own Diſcaſe. 


CHORUS. 
Yew let us be juit, and let ns be wiſer , 


'Tis a folly to burn, 
When we find no Return ; 
'Ti childiſh to cry, 
And a madneſs to die : 
Then let us be juſt, and let us be wiſer ;, 


If our Miſtreſs be coy, we ſhoa'd learn to deſpiſe her : 


df our Miſtreſs be coy, we ſhow'd learn to deſpiſe her. 


The Unhappy Shepherd, 


the Willows wo ie Damon (ate, 
y lamenting his unhappy Fate, 


M 


DD RIO” 


'F 


Complaining 
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laining co the deaf regardleſs Air, 
Tg Aminda was les kind than fair , 
fYet oft invoking her beloved Name, 
And __ the Bellows to his Flame: 
|When loe, ©, Fu ided by an unknown Power, 
Came to re erin a neighb'ring Bower. 
No ſooner had ſhe check'd pr wand'ring Thought, 
But to her Ear ſome buſte Echo brought 
Her own repeated Name : She wondred whence 
(Came the Complaint, or what was the Offence ; 
Till, ina fhriller Note, ſhe heard one cry, 
Witneſs, ye Gods, I for Aminda die. 
I haſte ſhe role, and guided by the ſound, 
Her Eyes a ſad and dreadful Objet found : 
forloe, the Shepherd, by Delpair oppreſt, 
Had ſheath'd a Dagger in his tortur'd Breaſt, 
Straitway ſhe ran, and all Aﬀiſtance leat, 
(Compaſſion or Aﬀection could invene 
But all coo lictle co recall his Fare, 
Alas ! her Love and Pity came too late : 

Ar length ſhe cry'd, Damon, fe done thee wrone ;, 

And thus expreſs'd her Sorrow in a Song. 


AMINDAs SONG. 


Ow ſtrangely ſevetc and unkind are we growa ! 
Far we puniſh in All; the Offences of One. 
| Wiwe 
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While diſſembling Amyntas a Paſſion did fain, 
1 ſuffer'd poor Damon to love me in vain, 


And gave more belief ro the Shepherd that ſwore, 
Than to him wha did faithfully loye and adore, 


p 2. 
Then how is ic juſt, O ye Powers Divine ! 


That Damon ſhou'd dic, when the Error was mine 7 


Yet pardon me once , and if ever again 

Iam deaf tothe Voice of a Lover in pain, 
Then ler me not proſper in what I've begun, 
Bur dic in Deſpair, as my Dawon has done. 


_— « — Fc =  — ==  _—_ —— 


FRAILTY of BE AUTT. 
A SONG. 
S Poor Aurelia (ate alonc 
Hard by a Rivers Flowry Side, 
<nvious at Nature's new-born Pridc, 
Her lighted (elf thus ſhe reflected on, 


Alas ! that Naturc ſhou'd revive 

Theſe Flow'rs which after Winter's Snow 

- Spring freſh again, and brisker ſhew, 
And for our Brighter Sex ſo ill contrive ! 


Beauty 
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Beauty (like them) a ſhorr-liv'd thing, 
On us in vain ſhedid beſtow : 
Beauty, that onely once can grow, 
An Autumn has, but knows no ſecond Spring, 


A SOQNC. 


H ! fading Joy ' 
How quickty art thou patt ! 
Yet wethy Ruine haſte : 
And what too ſoon would die, hclp to deſtroy, 
As if the Cares of Humane Life were few, 
We icek out new, 
And follow Fate, which does too faſt purſue. 
In vain does Natures bounteous Hand ſupply 
W hat pecviſh Mortals to themſelves deny. 
Sec how on every Bough the Birds exprels, 
In their wild Notes, their Happineſs - 
Not anxious how to get, or ſpare, 
They on their Mother Nature lay their care. 
Why then ſhou'd Man, the Lord of all bclow, 
Such Troubles chuſe to know, 
As none of all his Subjects undergo * 


I CHORUS, 


- 
= 
* 


* 
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CHORUS, 
Hark, hark | The Waters fall, 
And with a murm'ring ſound 


Daſh, daſh upon the Ground, 
To gentle % call. 


-— OO”. Oo —_ - —_ 


A SONG. 


, S Freezing Fountains, when the Sun 


Goes off, thcir Streams with-hold, 
to their own Embraces run, 
Till all congeal'd with Cold : 
Or asa hopelcts drooping Flower 
For Day departed grieves, 
Poſſeſs d of nothing but a Shower 
Of Tears upon het Leaves : 
Such am I in your abſence left, 
So like theſe Mourners ſhow, 
That Brooks and Flow'rs of Day berefr, 
Are Pictures of my Woe, 
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A SONG in Lovc in a Wodd. 


A Wile Idohate 


For cither ſhe's Falſe, or ſhe's Jealous : 
But give me a Mate 

That nothing will ask us, or cell us : 
She flands on no Terms, 

Nor Chaffers, by way of Indenture, 
Her Love for your Farms , 


Bur takes the kind Man at a vcncurc. 


If all prove nor right, 
Without an AR, Proceſs, or Warning, 
From Wife, tor a Night, 

You may be Divorc'd the next Morning, 
W hen Parents are Slaves, 
Their Brats cannot be any other : 
Great Wits, and great Braves 
Have alwaysa Punk to their Mother. 
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The ANSWER, 


Wife I adore, 
If either ſhe's Conſtant, or Civil : 
But a Pox on a Whore ! 
She's Company fit for the Devil : 
On Terms ſhe will ſtand, 
And will not permit you to enter 
Withour Money in Hand, 
But pretend ſhe's unwilling to venture, 


If ſhe has a Clap, 

She'l be Pox't e're ſhe'] give a Man warning, 
So that after a Nap, 

He may ride on his Nag 6% next Morning. 
When Parents are fickly, 

Their Children can never be other : 
They always die quickly 

Who have ſuch 4 Punk to their Mother, 
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Vanity of Worldly Happineſs. 


| Ow eager are onr vain Purſuits 
Of Pleaſure, and of Worldly Joys: 
yet how empty are the Fruits * 
How full of Trouble, Grief, and Noiſes 
We toour Anceſtors new Follics add, 
Proving our ſelyes leſs Happy, and more Mad. 


What but a Tempeſt is the World £ 
W herein this Barque of ours is tot * 
W hich, by Ambition wildly hurl'd, 
| Is ſplit againſt a Rock, and loſt * 
The ſafcr Vulgar this with wonder ſee, 
And from our Ruine learn Humility, 


With coſtly Silks we do adorn 
Thele ſtalking Pageants, made of Clay; 
W hoſe very Flow'rs, while they are worn, 
But Emblems are of our Decay. 
Batter d by Sickneſs, or enflam'd by Luſt, 
Or undermin'd by Time, we fall ro Duſt. 


I 3 


(118) 


The PENITENT. 


Sung at the Academy in St. Bartholomew-lanc. 


———— —O— —ſ _- 


Orgive mc, Fove , | 
Or, it there be a kinder God above, | 
Forgive a Rebcl ro the Pow'r of Love. | 
Hear me, kind Cupid, and accept my Vow , | 
Mine, who devoutly to thin: Altar bow : 
Oh ! hear me now, 
Dorinda, hear ,, and what T've done amils | 
Pardon, and ſcal that Pardon with a Kiſs, 
Stay ! merhinks the melting Sainc F 
Kindly Echo's my Complaint : 
Look ! I fancy I deſcry | 
Pity dropping from her Eye: | 
Hark ! ſhe ſays, Philander, live | 
All thy Errors I forgive. + 
And now, ay me ! to repent I begin, 
Thar againſt ſo much Goodneſs I cver ſhou'd fin: 
Bur never again, Oh ! never will I 
Offend my Dorinda , far ſooner Ile dic, 
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A SONG in Commendation of an Annual 
| MUSICK-MEETING 
Ow well does this Harmonious Meeting prove, 7, 
| | A Feaſt of Muſick is a Feaſt of Love ! 
Where Kindacſs is in Tune, and we in Parts 
Do bur fing forth the Conſort of our Hearts: 
For Friendthip is nothing but Concord of Votes, 
| And Muſick is made by a Friendihip of Notes. 


CHORUS. 
Come then, to the God of our Art let us Quaff ; 
| For he once a Tear is reputed to Laugh. 


| 
| So then this Annual Gladneſs was dcſign'd 
| To keep us Muſical, and keep us kind. 

No hard Thoughts or harſh Words muſt enter here , 
| This Day we chiefly reverence the Ear. 
| And ſurely all Quarrels ought juftly to ceaſe, 
' Where Diſcord her ſelf's the Compoſer of Peace. 


CHORUS, 
Come then, to the God of our Art let us Quaſf , 
For he onc* a Tear # reputed to Laveh, | 


I 4 " Muſick 
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Maoſick can all the rudeſt Paſſions charm, 
Can cure Dileaſcs, and defend from Harm x | 
A Bleſſing which from Heaven we did reccive, 

To counter any Chance might make us grieve ; | 
W hereby we ſtill ſhew, whatever hangs o're us, 
Our Minds are in Chord, and our Souls in a Chorur, 


A 


CHORUT 
Come then, 10 the God of onr Art let us Quaff ; 
For he once a Tear is reputed to Laugh, 


A DIALOGUNUE between Strephon, Amyntas, 
and Sylvia. (5) 


Made for the Academy 1m St. Bartho lomew-Lanc. 


Str, oh your Beauty,when mix't with diſdain, | 
- A Compcls me to love you,though ever in vain : 
Yet the Joy of your Smiles there's none can cadure , 
And the Hurt of your frowns,what Flcth can endure ! 
How certain a Fatc your Lover will find, 
When 'tis equally Dcath, to be crucl, or kind ! 


CHORUS. 
What a Riddle is Love, if thought on aright ? 
'Tis Mirth mix't with Sorrow, and Painwith Delight : 
"Tis 
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'Tis 8 pleaſant Diſeaſe, and a delicate Smart ;, 

At once the Vexation, and Foy of the Heart. 
Yet we muſt love while we have Breath , 
For not to love, is worſe than Death. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Amynt. Oh, Strephon | how kind are thy Stars and thy 
Since Sylvia does ſometimes her Rigor abate ! [ Fate, 
I have faithtully ſerv'd my Aminda a while, 
And nc're cou'd experience the Joy of a Smile : 
Yer ſtill I muſt love, though I never do find 
Amynt.«s more bleſt, or 4m1nda more kind. 


CHOR. What a Riddle, cc, 


511. Fie,Shepherds,you wrong us, the Fault is your own ; 

| Too well roour Sex your tlnconſtancy's known : 

| Your (clves are the Authors of what you complain 

| For while youdiflemble, we learn to diſdain. 

| Butif Lovebea Torment to you that reveal it, 
ray' what is't to us, that are bound ro conceal it ! 


| CHORUS. 

| What a Riddle is Love, if thoww it on aricht ? 

'Tis Mirth mix't with Sorrow, and Pain with Delight : 
| *Tis 4 pleaſant Diſeaſe, and a delicate Smart, 

| At once the Vexation, and Toi of the Heart, 

| Tet ws wwſt love while we have Breath - 

For n:t tolove, is worſe than Death, 
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A SONG at the DUKE's HOUSE, in the 
Fatal Jcalouſie. 


I, 
H Choridon, in vain you boaſt 

You {11 do Clors love ; 
For better 'tis your Heart were loſt, 

Than thus ſuſpicious prove : 
Youthen wou'd kill me by Diſdain, 
But dying thus, you blot my Name : 

For all will ſay, 
Cloris was falſe, and went aſtray , 
Cloris w.s falſe, and did deſerve her ſhame. 


3. 
For Happy Shepherd, well you know, 
Your Fame does mine excel , 
All gen'rous Choridon do know, 
Bur none my Tale can tell : 
Cloris, though truc, muſt loſe that Name 
Buc Choridon will keep his Fainc , 
For all will ſay, 
Cloris was falſe, and went aſtray + 
Cloris was falſe, and did deſerve her ſhame, 


—————— ———— _ 
— 
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- . 
Bur, Cruel Shepherd, when you hear 
That I am dead indeed, 
I do belicve you'l ſhed a Tear, 
Though now you have decreed, 
That Cloris true, muſt loſe that Name, 
For Choridon to keep his Fame : 
And then you'l ſay, 
Cloris was true, and mere did ſtray; 
loris was true, and 1 deſerve the ſbame. 


——————_———— — 


os ag 


A SONG in The Fatal Jcalouhie. 


' * Ome happy Soul, come down, and cell 
| 4 J What joysarethoſe with you dodwell : 
# it be Happine's,glike ours below, 
Which from our want of Ill docs onely flow, 
Then, then 'tis plain, that mighty Theme 
Þf Immortality, is but a Drcam. 


| Tis Love, 'tis Love, for nothing can 
Give real Happineſs to Man, 

b Toys like thoſe that Lovers Souls cajoy, 

Which, here on Earth, there's nothing can deſtroy. 

| 1], I, 'tis Lovecan onely be 


The happy Soul's endleſs Felicity. 


LOFE's 
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LOVEs MARTTR. 


Lexis, inſteadof a Tear and a Kiſs, 

Wou'd yeſterday He&tor me out of a Bliſs ; 
He vow'd, if his Clori« he might not enioy, 
Himſclf, in revenge, wou'd Alex: deſtroy, 

I (mil'd at his Paſhoa, and, in the next Grove, 
I bade him go cxpiate this Sin of his Love, 
Tho! he bluſh'd þ rſt, and ſtarted , yet kiſſing my Hand, 
Like Light'ning he flew ro obey my Command. 
But I, for hu ſake, will never azain 
Make Wounds that admit a ſelf-cure to their Pain, 
But I, for, Ec 


I crac'd his warm Steps; indeed I was loth 
The pettiſh young Shepherd ſhou'd Keep his raſh Oath: 
I follow'd him, cill my Alex I found 
A gaſping for Breath upou the cold Ground : 
Like Winter's bright Ornament, thawing away, 
Sofair and ſo beautcoully dying he lay ; 
ForI cafily ſaw, by his rrembling, and ſtarting, 
And quickneſs of breathing, my Love was departing. 
With that I cry'd out, 1 will never azain 
Make Wounds that admit a ſelf-cure ro their Pain, 
With that I cry'd out, &c, 
When 
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V hen I in this deſpcrate Fit did him view, 
tr foft'ned me fo, methoughe I cou'd dic too: 
ur e're I cou'd haſten to him through the Buſhes, 
y ſuccouring Flame b'ing o're-aw'd by my Bluſhes, 
ruſtled 'th* Myrtles, as who wou'd have ſaid; 
þehold here an equally Lynguiſhing Maid. 
ut all was in vain , tor, alas ! I did find 
That Cupid is deat too, as well as he's blind, 
1 ſate down and wept, to ſec th: fond Swarn 
d, | Too far on his way, to be call d back again. 
I [ate down and wept, Oc, 


By this time his Spirits and Sight were fo fail ng, 

ly penitent Tears were nothing availing ; 

[purpos'd to quit my Life, though nor my Shame, 
When at his laſt breath he call'd out on my Name : 

'p jt, Cloris! though dying, yet ſmiling, he ſaid, 

Thy Forces come now t09 late to my Aid. 

For juſt as he ſpy'd me, like Snow at the Sun; 

He melted away The Youth's Buſineſs was done, 
But I, for bis ſake, will never again 

Make Wounds that admit a ſelf-cure totheir Pain, 

But I, for, Cc. 
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Sang in Three Parts. 
At the Academy in St. Bartholomew-lanc. 


Mintor, ah | thou faithleſs Swain, 
Thus torequite me with Diſdain ! 
To cheat a poor Shepherdeſs into Belief , 
And leaving me big with Diſhonour and Grief, 
To ſcorn me, to {corn me, and laugh at my Pain! {| 
To love mea while, and ſcorn me again ! | 


I muſt confeſs, I was betray'd 
'Byall the Solemn Vous you made : 
Yer do not inſule, foric may be your turn | 
To meet with Diſdain, when you really burn. | 
this be, if chis be your Fate, you'l allow 
Your Puniſhment's juſt, for breaking your Vow. 


| 
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A DIALOGUE between tro NYMPHS and 4 
SHEPHERD. 


Sung at the DUKE's HOUSE. 


I NTMPH, 
| Heart in Love's Empire,though jocund and blich, 
| From Cares and from Fears can never be free : 
Tis ſaid, that with Pleaſure we languitſh and ſigh , 

Bur for all can be urg'd, there's nothing can \- 
So pleaſant, ſo pleaſant as 6ur Liberty. 


| 2 NYMPH. 
| Noneare more happy, and none are more bleſt, 
Than whom Love doth inſpire 
| With his gentle ſoft Fire, 
When both of 'um wiſh, and neither can reſt : 


| How pleaſant's their Panting ! how ſweet their Deſire { 


Love is a Bleſſing, though counted a Pain , 
For take away Love, and no Pleaſures remain. 


SHEPHERD. 


| Toſubmir tro Love's Laws, ah ! how ſweet it wou'd be; | 


| If in Love we cou'd Fidclity ſee ! 


Buc, 


0 


" 
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But, O Rigour extreme ! O Fate too unkind ! 
A Shepherdeſs faichful no Man can find : 
For this faithleſs Sex ſo unfaithful does prove, 
They ought not to Live, or ought not to Love, \ 

x 


CHORUS, | 
Let's permit the ſoft Fire 4 

To enflame our Deſire : 
Ah how pleaſant, how pleaſant is Love, 
When two Hearts faithful do prove | ſ 
Ab | how pleaſant, Cc. 


— DC _————_ 


LOVE's Opportunity nevletied. 


A SONG. t 
1 
H ! the time that is palt, ? 

When ſhe held me fo faR, | 

And declar'd that her Honour no longer cou'd laſt ! | 

» , NoLight, but her languiſhing Eycs did appear, 

| .To preveat all Excuſcs of Blulhing, and I car, F, 
, 7 
How ſhe ſigh'd, and unlac'd, 9 


With ſuch trembling, and haſte, | 

Asit ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd ! | 

My Lips the ſweet Pleaſure of Kifles enjoy'd, [ploy | 

. While my-Hards were in ſearch of hid Trealure -4 
wh. Wit 


©. » 
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With my Heart all on Fire 

In the Flames of Detire, 
W hen I boldly puriu'd what ſhe ſeem'd to require, 
She cry'd, 0h ! for Pity's ſake change your ill Mind, 
Pray Amyntas be civil, or 1'le be unkind, 
1 
All your Bliſs you deſtroy, 
Like a naked young Boy, 
11/ho fears the kind River hz came to enjoy : 
Let's in, my dear Cloris, 1'le ſave thee from harm, 
And make the cold Element pleaſant and warm. 


Dear Amynas | (he cries , 
| Then ſhe caſt dowa her Eyes, 

Aud with Kifles cofeſt what ſhe faintly denies, 
[Too ſure of my Conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay 
Till her treer Conſent did more {iweeren the Prey. 
' 
| Bur too late I begun 

For her Pafhon was done : 
[Now Amyntas, the cry'd, I will never be wor , 
|Thy Tears and thy Courtſhip no Pity can move, 
Thou haſt lighted the Critical Minute of Love, 
| 
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Re ee ee, — — 


A SONG. 


Made for the ACADEMY #n $:, Bartho- 
lomew-Lane. 


Wake, Harmonious Lute, and teach the Earth 
Toenvy and admire our happy Mirth - 

Our joyful Souls ſhall here no Quarrels know, 

Bur ſuch as ſhall from Peaceful Diſcords flow, 


CHORUS. 


Then our Hearts let's unite, and our Voices let's Joyn , 
For Beauty and Concord promote the Deſign. 


| Apollo's chearful Beams no room allow 
For pining Sorrow, or a clouded Brow : 
Here Mirth is onely full of Innocence, 
Toplcaſethe Soul, and raviſh ev'ry Senſe. 


CHORUS, 


Then our Heart's let's unite, and our Voices let's joyn ; 
Since Beauty and Concord promme the Deſien, 


The | 
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The Eye and Ear do pleaſanr' Rivals prove, 
And both become Embaſladors of Love 
Doubtful whole Objec beſt deſerves the Place, 
Since Beauty's but the Muſick of a Face. 


CHORUS. 
Then our Hearts we'l unite, and our Voices we'l jon; 
For Beauty and Copcord promote the Deſten. 


A $O0ONG. 


Wi (Cruel Fair !) thy fcornful Tongue 
Proclaims Deſtruction, right or wrong z 
| Raging, and mad, I then dehe 
| Thee, and thy damn'd Impiety. 
' But when within thy kinder Eye - 
| read all true Divinity, 
| Religio.1 bids me nor ro fear, 
| Goodneſs and Mercy muſt be there. 
Never did Art or Nature frame 
Such Contradittions in a Dame. 
| Never aid Art, Oc. 


| ORD DIALOGUE, 
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DIALOGUE. | 


Thirſis, Dorinda. | 
Der, Hen Death ſhall ſnatch us from theſe Kids, 


And thut up our divided Lids, 
Tell me, Thirſis, prethec do, 
W hither thou and I ſhall go. 
Thir, To Elizium, | 
Dor. Oh ! where is't ? 
Thir. A Chaſte Soul can never mils't. 
Dor. I know no way but one, our Home ; 
Is our Cell Elzzinm ? 
Thir. Turn thine Eye to yonder Sky, 
There the Milkic Way doth lic , 
'Tis aſ\ure, but rugged Way, 
That leads to Everlaſting day. 
Dor. There Birds may Neſt, but how can TF, 
That have no Wings, and cannot fly * | 
Thir. Do nor ſigh, Fair Nymply, for Fire 
Hasno Wings, yet does aſpire, 
Till it hir againſt the Pole : 
Heav'n's the Center of the Soul. 
; Dor. But in El:iz:um, how do they 
Paſs Eternity away * 


Thir, Oh ! 
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Thir. Oh ! there's neither Hope, nor Fear , 
Thereis uo Wolf, nor Fox, nor Bear ; 
No necdo. Dog, to fetch our Stray , 
| Our Light-fcot we may give away : 
No Oat-Pipc's needful there, thy Ears 
May ſleep with Muſique of the Spheres. 
Dor, O (wect ! How I my Fature State 
By filent thinking, antidacte ! 
Prethee let's { nend our 'Time to come 
| In talking of El:=twm. 
Thir. Then I'le 20 0n,—-There Shcep are tull 
| Of tw ceteſt Graſs, and ſoiteſt Wooll ; 
There Birds ſing Conſorts, Garlands grow, 
Cool Winds do w hiſper, Springs do flow ; 
There always is a Rifing Sun, 
And Day is ever but begun ; 
Shepherds therc bear equal iv ay, 
And ev ry Nymph' S a Qucen of Aſay, 
Dor. Ay me! Ayme! 
Thir. Dorinda, why do(t weep * 
Dor. I'mc ſick, me ſick, and fain wou'd die : 
| Convince me now that this is truc, 
q By bidding, with me, all Ad:es. 
Thir. 1 cannot live without thee, I 
Wou'd tor thee, much more with thee die. 
CHORUS. 
Then let us give Corilla charge & th' Shee 
Ard thou and Te pick wh : and them ſte: ' 
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In Wine, and drink ont even till we weep, 
So ſhall we ſmoothly paſs away in Sleep. 


-— 


The Loft Heart, 
A SONG &« the Academy in St, Bartholomew-Lane, | 


Nce by this Fountain as I lay, 
I ſaw a hundred Queens of May; 
Each had her own peculiar Grace, 
And all put on a ſmiling Face : 
Beauty there you need not ſeek, 
It dwelt on cv'ry Lip and Check. 
Bleſs me | ſaid I; ſure now I me come 
To Love's lone- -wiſh 4 Elizium, 


Thus while I fed my greedy Eyes 
With pleaſant new Varictics, 
'The Dancing Nymphs ſoon led aſtray, 
And forc'd my Heart to loſe his Way. | 
If any Shepherds can cell | 
W here this wand'ring Gueſt does dwell, 

Ile never of my Loſs complain, 
E'en let her take it for her pain, 


(135) 


The STORM. 


Ark! Hark ! The Storm grows lowd , 
| The Day's wrap'd up in a ſullen Cloud, 
Hark ! Hark ! The Tempeſt rings 
The Sea-man's Dirge, and flings 
| The toſt-up Waves to taral Shores : 
And thoſe that never Pray'd before, 
Call now upon ſome unknown Power. 
Hark ! Hark ! The Tacklings juſtle, 
The Sea-men buſtle. 
Crack! Crack | Down goes the Main-Maſt, 
Down ! Down ! Down ! 
Hark how they groan ! 
| Hark! Hark! Amongthe reſt 
| [ hear ſome Sighs like mine , 
Tis trom a Lover fure : Ye Powers Divine, 
Pity a Lovers Woe, 
And let kind Neptune now his Trident ſhew. 
Se ! It grows Calm, the Storms now ceale, 
And all the Ocean's Face wears Smiles of Peace. 


4 
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A LETTER ſent by a TURTLE, 


O, Bird of Fen | Go, thrice happy Dove 
G Be thou a Faithful Meſlcnger of Love - 
Haſte through che yielding Air, and never reſt, 

Till chou art tlods din fair Fidelia's Breaſt, 

Ser footing ſafely in that Peaceful Ark, 

To whi:h her Eye ſhall guide chee through the Dark: 
Solafc a C ONVOY, al id bright a Guidc, 

Will ſave thee trom the Tempeſt and the Tide, 

Thus ſhall thy Flight be doubly fortunate, 

Above the danger of Leander's Fate. 

As ſoo: as thou, with wearied Wings, art come 

To my Fid*/1a's, and thy long- with'd home, 
Stay at her Windo-y, till approaching Day, 
Oc her bright Preſcace chace the Night away 
Then patiently expc& an happy Hour, 

Till ſhe admir my = Embaſladour : 

She may, perhars, lcarn from thy Innocence, 
Topiy mc, and pardon my Offence. 
Howe're, let mc be of my Fate aſlur's : 

* Suſp:nſe in Love is not to be endur'd. 

& If Tcmpeſts i1 her clouded Brow ari'c, 

ad nought appear but Lightning in her Eyes 


we wt AQ] 


| 


4 
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If thy unwelcom Meſſage ſhou'd provoke 
The angry Goddels to a fatal Stroke, 
Fly thence, my pretty Innocence, leſt thou 
Reccive the diſmal Fury of her Brow. 

As a tall Cedar, that ſubmits at length 
To the enraged Winds conſpiring ſtrength, 
In her deſerved Fall, perhaps may cruſh 


-| The guilcleſs, plyant, and ſubmiſhve Ruſh : 


So may the harmleſs Turtle teel the Blow, 
Only my inſolcnce is fit ro know. 
Bur, Happy Bird ! it through her Veil of Lawn 


"Thou ſhou'dſt perceive one Glance of Pity dawn ; 


' Shou'd there in her ſerener Brow appear 


A Cloud diſpell'd, and dropping in a Tear, 


| Haſte with 7 News, and let Philander (cc 


' Thar wiaat he 


as from her, he owes to thee, 
And that I may thy Faithfulneſs require, 
Thou ſhall be my 1Fidebia's Favorite : 

And, when thy Fairer Miſtrels is Interr'd, 
To Yew Chariot thou ſhalt be preferr'd, 
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FA 


A SONG, Diretted to the Company of Ladies at the | 
Academy # Sr. Bartholomew-lanc, | 


V Har ſhall we do 2 | 
When our Eyes arc ſurrounded 
With Beauties like you, 
Our Hearts muſt be wounded. 
It we fly trom the War, 
Your Darts do o'retake us , 
And if we ſtay there, 
Your Captives you make us. 
Engaging, or flying, ware ſureto be lain : 
Thca who is ſo mad, ſuch a Fight to maintain ! 


And yet, Oh ! how ſweer 
" Are the Wounds of your Glances ! 
Thea nobly we'l meer, 
Though we fall by your Laaces: 
When your Smilcs do evince 
' Thar our Death will be pleaſant, 
Better die like a Prince, 
Than live like a Peaſant. 
If engaging, or flying, we are certain to die, 
*Tis Couragc to Fight, and a Folly co Fly. | 


FINDS 
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